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EPISTLE 

Tothc Right Honourable Charles LordHALiFAX. 

npo yoti, itoy Lord, nty Mufc her tribute pays 
•*• Of various verle, in various rude effay s j 
To you, flie firft addrefs'dher early voice, 
By inclination led, and fix*d by choice; 
To you, on whofe indulgence flie depends, 
Her few colle£^ed lays Ihe now commends* 

By no one meafure bound, her numbers range. 
And, unrcfolv'd m choice, delight iij change j 
Her fongs to no diftinguilh'd fame aipire,- 
For, now, Ihe tries the reed, anon, attempts the lyre j 
InhighPamaffus flie no birthright claims, 
^or drinks deep draughts of Heliconian Urcams; 
Yet near the facred mount (he loves to rove, 
Vilits the fprings, and hovers round the grove. 
'Sheknows what daflgets Wait too bold a flight, 
And fears to fall from an Icarian height : 

B a Yet| 
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4 CONGREVE»S.POEMS. 

Yet, flie admires the wing that fafely foars. 

At diftance follows, and its track adores. 

She knows what room, what force, the fviran requires ^ 

Whofe towering head above the clouds aipires, 

And knows as well, it is your lowell praife, 

Such heights to reach with equal ftrength and eafc. 

O had your genius been toleifurc bom. 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in vcrfe with ancient Greece had vy*d, 
A*Ld gain'd alone a fame, which, there, feven ftates dlWde. 
But fuch, ev'n fuch renown, too dear had coft. 
Had we the patriot in the poet loft. 
A true poetic ftate we had deplor'd. 
Had not your miniftry our coin reftor'd. 

But ftill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands foremoft in the faireft lift of Fame, 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your other praife, 
Nor flight the trophies which the Mufes raife. 
How oft, a patriot's beft-laid fchemes we find 
By Party crofs'd, or Faftion undermia'd ! 
If he fucceed, he undergoes this lot, 
The good receiv'd, the giver is forgot. 
But honours which from verfe their fource derive^ 
Shall both furmount Detraftion, and furvive: 
And Poets have unqueftion'd right to claim ; 
If not the greateft, the mqft lafting name. 

W. CONGREVE 

r m 
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THE 

MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 

A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of 

Q^UEEN MARY. 

^^nfuidum, regina, jubes renovare dolorem." Vi&G* 



ALEXIS, MENALCAS, 

MENALCAS. 
T)EHOLD, Alexis, fee this gloomy (hade, 

Which fcems alon^ for forrow's fhclter made ; 
Where no glad beams of light can ever play, 
But night fucceeding night excludes the day; 
Where nrv-er birds with harmony repair. 
And lightfome notes, to cheer the dulky air. 
To \vclcome day, or bid the Sun farewell, 
By morning lark, or evening Philomel. 

No violet here, nor daify, e'er was feen ; 
No fwcetly-budJing flower, nor fpringing green ; 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blulhing rofe. 
Here, baleful cugh with deadly cyprefs grows. 
Here then, extended on this withered mofs. 
We'll lie, and thou fliah fing of Albion's lofs, 

B 3 Of 



6 CONGRf VE'S P O £ M S, 

Of Albion's lofs, and of Paftora's death, 

Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful b 

A. L £ X I S. 

Ah woe too great ! Ah theme which far exceed 
'The lowly lays of humble fhepherds reeds ! 

O could I fing in verfe of equal flrain 
Widi the Scicilian bard, or Mantuan Twain ; 
Or melting words and moving numbers chufe. 
Sweet as the Britifh Colin's mourning Mufe; 
Could I, like him, in tuneful, grief excel. 
And mourn like Stella for her Aftrofel j 
Then might I raife my voice (fecure of Ikill) 
And with melodious woe the valleys, ftll j 
The liftening Echo on my fong ihould wait. 
And hollow rocks Pfeftora's name repeat ; 
Each whiflling wind and murmuring ilream (lioul 
How lov'd (he liv'd, and how lamented fell. 

MENALCAS. 

Wert thou with every bay and laurel crown'd. 
And high as Pan himfelf in fong renown'd, 
Yet would not all thy art avail, to fhow 
Verfe worthy of her name, or of our woe : 
But fuch true pailion in thy face appears, 
In thy pale: lips, thick %hs, and gulhing teara. 
Such tender forrow in thy heart I read, 
As fhall fupply all ikill, if not exceed* 
Then leave this common form of dumb diflrefsi 
Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefs ; 
In fweet complaining notes thy paffion vent, 
And not in iighs} but words explaining iighs, lami 

ALE 



THE MOURKING MUSE OP ALEXIS, y 

ALEXIS. 

Wild be my words, Mcnalcas, wild my thought, 
Artlefs as nature's notes, in birds untaught ; 
Boundlefs my verfe, and roving be my ftrains, 
Various as flowers on unfrequented plains. 
And thou, Thalia, darling of my breafl-. 
By whom infpir'd, I fung at Comus* feaftj 
While in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have iat and fmil'd to hear my chearful fong ; 
Begone, with all thy mirth and Tprightly lays. 
My pipe, no longer how thy power obeys ; 
Learn to. lament, my Mufe, to weep, and mourn. 
Thy fpringing laurels all to cyprefs turn ; 
Wound with thy difmal cries the tender abr, 
And beat thy fnowy breaft, and rend thy yellow hair j 
Far hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling chuie. 
Begone, Thalia ; forrow is my Mufe. 

I mourn Paftora dead j let Albion moum, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
No more, thcfe woods fhall \\'ith her fight be blefs'd, 
"Nor with her feet thcfe flowery plains be prefs'd; 
' No more the winds Aall with'hei* treffcs play. 
And from her balmy breath ftcal fweets away j 
No more thefe rivers chearfully fhall pafs, 
Ple©'d to refleft the beauties of her face ; 
While on their banks the vvondering flocks have flood. 
Greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No more' the nymphs fhall with foft tales delight 
llcr ears, no more with dances pleafe her fight : 

B 4 Nor 



\ CONGREVE'S POEMS* 

Nor ever more Ihall fwain make fong of mirth. 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth ; 
Loft is that day, which had from her its light j 
For ever loft with her, in endlefs night ; 
In endlefs night and arms of death ftie lies, 
Death in eternal ihadcs has Aut Paftora's eyes. 

Lament, ye nymphs; and mourn, ye wretched fwair 
Stray, all ye flocks ; and defert be, ye plains ; 
Sigh, all y€ winds; and weep, ye cryftal floods; 
Fade, all yc flowers ; and wither, all ye woods. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky clifi*8 adorn. 

Within a difinal grot, which damps furround. 
All cold fhe lies uppn th' unwholfome ground ; 
The jnarble weeps, and with a filent pace 
Its trickling tears diftil upon her face, 
Falfely ye weep, ye rocks, and falfely mourn ! 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents, 
And like thfe crocodile its prey laments. 

O ihe was heavenly fair, in face and mind ! 
Never in nature were fuch beauties join'd : 
Without, all ihining, and within, ^11 white j 
Pure to the fenie, and pleaiing to the fight ; 
Like fome rare flower, whofe leaves all colours yieldj 
And opening is with fweeteft odours fiil'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the 1 owly reed. 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed s 
To which excelling ^height, Ihe bore a mind 
Humble, as oilers bending to the wind. 

Th 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 
Thus excellent fht wa o - ■ 
Ah wretched fate ! (he was> but is no more. 
Help me, ye hills and valleys, to deplore. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
From that blcft earth, on which her body lies. 
May blooming flowers with fragrant fwccts axifc : 
Let Myrrha weeping aromatic i;um, 
And ever-living laurel, fhadc her tomb. 
Thither let ajl th* induftrious bees repair. 
Unlade their thighs, and leave tlieir honey there t 
Thither let Fairies with their train rcfort, 
^t%kSt their revels and their midnight i'port. 
There in unufual wailings wade the night. 
And watch her, by the fiery glow-worm's light. 
There may no difmal cugh nor cyprefs grow. 
Nor hoUy-bulh, nor bitter elder's bough ; 
Let each unlucky bird far build his neft. 
And diftant dens receive each howling bead ; 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight. 
With hooting owls, and bats tliat hate the light. 

But let the fighing doves their forrows bring. 
And nightingales in fweet complainings fmg ; 
Let fwans from their forfaken rivers fly. 
And, fickening,athcr tomb, make liafte to die^ 
That they may help to fing her elegy. 
1^ Echo too, in mimic moan, deplore. 
And cry with me, " Paflorais no more !" 

I mourn Paflora dead { let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
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And fee the heavens to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy n^fts obf<Sure the burdei^'d air : 
A ftidden damp o*€r all the plain is fprcad, ' 
Each lily- folds its leaves, and hangs its head. 
On every tree the bloffoms turn to tears, 
And every bough a weeping moifture bears. 
Their wings the feadier'd airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ftoop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new^defcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th* impending hills. 
The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn. 
And each, with ffaneaming eyes, fupplies his wanting 

The Fawns forfake the woods, the Nymphs the gr 
And round the plain in fad diilra£tions rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their fharp nails, themfelves the Satyrs woy 
And tug their fhaggy beards, and bite with grief 
ground. 

Lo Pan himfelf beneath a blafted oak 
Deje6^ed lies, his pipe in pieces broke. 
Sec Pales weeping too, in wild defpair, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yon fading myrtle, where appears 
The queeivof love, all bath'd in flowing teais ; 
See^how ftie wrings her hands, and beats her breafl^ 
And tears her ufelcfs girdle from her waift : 
Hear the fad murmers of her fighing d()vc<:, 
For grief they figff, forgetful of their loves. 
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Lo, Love himfclf, with heavy woes oppreft ! 
See how his forrows fwcll his tender breaft ; 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flingiy 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wingi| 
Then, lays his limbs upon the dying grafs. 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face. 
With tears, which from his folded lids arife. 
And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes. 
AH natuj« mourns $ the floods and rocks deplore^ 
And cry with me, ** Pailora is no more !** 
I mourn Paflora dead; let Albion mourn. 
And (able clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

The rocks can melt, and air in mifts can mourn. 
And floods can weep, and winds to flghs can turn ; 
The birds, in longs, their (brrows can difclofe, 
Afid nymphi land fwains, in words, can tell their woes. 
But, di ! behold, that deep and wilddefpair. 
Which neither winds can flxew, nor floods, nor air. 

Sec the great (hepherd, chief of all the fwains. 
Lord of theie woods and wide-extended plains, 
StretchM on the ground, and dofe to earth his face. 
Scalding with xmn th' already-faded grafs ; 
To the cold clay he joins his throbbing breaft, 
Ho more within Pafbra's arms to reft ! 
No more ! For thofe once foft and circling arms 
Themfelves are clay, and cold^are all her charms 
Cdid are thofe lips, which he no more muft kifs. 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs ; 
t)n whofe foft pillows, luU'd in fweet delights, 
& us'd, in balmy fleep^ to lofe the nights. 

< Ah! 
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Ah ! Tvhere is all that love and fondnefs fied } 
Ah ! where is all that tender fweetnefs laid ? 
To duft muft all that heaven of beauty come ! 
^nd muft Pailpra moulder in the tomb ! 
Ah, death ! more fierce and unrelenting far. 
Than wildeft wolves or iavage tigers are ; 
With lambs and iheep their hungers are appeas'd. 
But ravenous death the ihepherdcfs has fciz'd. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

" Butiee, Menalcas, where a fudden light, 
<* With wonder ftops my fong, and ftrikcs my fight ? 
*' And where Paflora lies, it fprcads around, 
** Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground. 
** While firom her tomb, behold, a flame afccnds 
** Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heaven extends ! 
** On flaking wings it mounts, and quick as fight 
*' Cuts through the yielding air with rays of light ; 
** Till the blue firmament at lafl it gains, 
** And, fixing there, a glorious flar remains ;** 

Fairefl it ihines of all that light the fkies. 
As once on earth were feen Paftora's eyes. 
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TO THE KING, 
ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR. 

IRREGULARODE. 

** Praefentt tibi maturos largimur honorcs : 
** Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum talc fatentes." 

Hor. ad Auguflum* 

I. 

/^ F arms and war my Mufe afpires to fing, 

^^ And ftrike the lyre upon an untry 'd firing : 

New fire informs my foul, unfclt before ; 

And, on new wings, to heights unknowm I foar, 

power unieen ! by whofe refiftlefs force 

CompelVd, I take this flight, diredl my courfe t 

For Fancy wild and pathlels ways will chufe, 

Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues : 

Say, facred nymph, whence this great change proceeds j 

Why fcoms the lowly fwain his oaten reeds. 

Baring aloud to (Irike the founding lyre. 

And fing heroic deeds ; 
Ncglefling flames of love, for martial fire > 

Williarii, alone, my feeble voice can raife ; 
AVhat voice/o weak, that cannot fing his praiie ! 
The liftening world each whifperwill befriend 
'That breathes his name, and every ear attend. 

The 
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*4 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 
The hovering winds on downy wings Ihall wait aroun J^ 
And catchy and waft to foreign lands, the flying foundry 
Ev*n I will In his praife be heard j 

For by his name my ver(e (hall be preferr'd,' 

Borne Kke a lark upon this eagle^^s wing, 

High as the fpheres, I will his triumph ling ; 
High as the hea^ of Fame ; Fame, whofe exalted (ize 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted ikies : 

A thoafand talking tongues the monger bears, 
A thoufand waking eyes, and ever-open ears j 

Hourly Ihe ftalks, with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafuring the globe, like time, with conflant race : 

Yet fliall-lhe ftay, and bend to William's praife r 
Of him, her thoufand ears ihall hear triumphant lays, 
Of him her tongue ihall talk, on him her eyes ihall gaze» 
III. 

But lo, a change aitoniihing my eyes f 

And ill around, behold new objects rife ! 
What forms are thefe I fee ? and whence ? 

Beings fubilantial ? or does air condenfe, 
T^o clothe in viiionary (hape my various thought ? 
Are thefe by fancy wrought ! 

Can ftrong ideas itrike fo deep the fenfe ! 

O facred poefy ! O boundlefs power ! 
What wonders d(^ thou trace, what hiddien worlds ex- 
plore ! 

Through ieas, earth, air, fend the wide-cirding (ky, 
What is not fought and feen by thy all-piercing eye ! 

XV* 
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IV. 

Twas now,' when flowery lawns the frofptfk made, 
\nd flowing brooks beneath aforeft's (hade; 
\ lowing heifer, lovelieft of the herd, 
Stood feeding by ; while two fierce bulls prepar'd 
Their armed heads for fight ; by fate of war, to prove 
The vi6bor worthy of the fair-one's love. 
Unthought prefage, of what met next myvicw ! 

For fbon the fhady fccnc withdrew. 
Aftdnow, for woods, and fields, andfpringing flowers; 
Behold a town arife, bulwark*d with walls, and lofty 
towers ! 
Two rival armies all the plain o'erfpread, 
(iiach in battalia rang'd, and ihining arms array'd : 
With eager eyes beholding both from far 
Namur, the prize and milbefs of the war. 

V. 
Now, thirft of conqueft, and immortal feme, 
Docs every chief and foldicr's heart inflame. 
Defenfivc arms the Gallic forces bear, 
While hardy Britons for the ftorm prepare : 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
Refign'd the rule to Gallia's power, 
iigh on a rock the mighty fortrefs flands, 
Founded by Fate, and wrought by Nature's hands, 
i wondrous taflt it is th* Afcent to gain. 
Through craggy cliffs, tliat ftrikc the fight with pain. 
And nod impending terrors o*er the plain. 
'0 this, what dangers men can add, by force or Ikill, 
{And gmt khttinanforceand wit in ill) 

AriS 
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Are join'd ; on every fide, wide-gaping engines wait, 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate j 
Ready to hurl deftru6lion from above. 
In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. ^ 

Thus fearful does the face of adverfe power appear"; 

But Britifli forces are unus*d to fear ; 
Though thus oppos'd, they might, if William where not * 
•there, 

VI. 
Bi4t hark, the voice of war ! behold the florm begin ! 
The trumpet's clangor fpeaks in loud alarms, 

Mingling fhrill notes, with dreadful din » 

Of cannons burft, and rattling claih of arms. 
Clamours from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth re- 
bound, 
Diftin6t:ion in promifcuous noife is drown'd. 
And Echo loft in one continued found . 
Torrents of fire from brazen mouths are fenf, 
FoUow'd by peals, as if each pole were rent ; 
Such flames the gulf of Tartarus difgorge. 
So vaulted iEtna roars from Vulcan's foi^e ; 
Such were the peals fron^ thence, fuch the vaft blaze that ' 
broke, ^^ 

Reddening with horid gloom the djifky fmoke, 
Whenthe huge Cyclops did with moulding thux^er f\veat, 
And maiiive bolts on repercuffiv^ anvils beat. 

VII. 
Amidfl: this rage, behold, where William (iands. 

Undaunted , undifmay*d ! • 

With face ferene, difpenfing dread commaads ; 

1 Which 
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"Which, heard with awe, arc with Jlclight obey*d. 
A thoufand fiery deaths around him fly ; 
And fuming balls hifs harmlefs by : 
%or ev'ry fire his &cred head muft (pare, 
No^daje* the lightning touch the laurels there. 

-VIII. 
* Now many a wounded Briton feels the rage 
Of mifUve fires^that feftenin each limb, 
. Which dire revenge alone has power t' afluage 1 
Revenge makii" danger drcadlefs feem. 
^ ^ ^ .And now, with defperrte force, and freii attack, 
[ "* .Through obvious dcatly , refiftlefs ^ay they make ; 
Raifing high piles of earth, and heap on heap they lay. 
And then afce^^d j refembling thus (as hi 
'A* race of mei^inferiortaiay) 
■ ^he fam'd gigantic war. ■ *; '/ . 

When th6Te;,taH fons of earth did heaven aipire ; ■♦ 
(A brave, but impi<9us fire !) ^ 

A ^^proodng hills, with mod ^|pcndounEale,> 
i^o form the high and dreadfdlfcale. 
We godjpwith horror and aiif|ze, look'd ffown, 
Beholding'^cks from t]}eir fnn btf s rent } 
Mountain otfteiountain thiWn, 
^ With threatenjag hil^that {hook th' ait^ial firmament , 

,; Th'^lttJciiDpt did fear in heaven crefi|e|t' 
jV •ff" Even Jove defponilfig fete,.' * *?• 

Till Mar^, Ath all his force colliCiied, flood. 
And poured whole war on liie itfi^ellious brood ; 
Who,*OBbling headlong from th'cmpyr^l (kies, 
■f. 0'erwbe|pi'd HuxSs bill6*i>f which tbey (hougl^t to rife. 
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Mars on the gods did then his aid beftow, 
And now in godlike William ftorms with equal foro 
low. . ^ 

IX. «• 

Still they proceed, with firm unfhaken pace, *« 
And hardy. breads oppos'd to Danger's face, 
With daring feet, on fpririging mines they tread 
Of lecret fulphur, in ditt ambufli Uid. 
Still they proceed; thougfi all beneath, the labouring 

Tremble^ to give the dread irruption6j3irth. 
Tiirough'^is, through m^ffe, throilgh all they fSft^ 
' ^^Mounting a^laft araidftjhe vanquifli'd foe. ijl^*' 
See, how.the]( climb, and fcale the fteepy walls ! 
See, how^the Britons rife ! fee the retiring Gaub ! 
Now from the iyrt, behold the yicQiiig flag is ipn|l 
Ad wiliam^ioanner on the breach difplay'dlT**?^ 

' * X. ' - 1^*- 

Hark, t^ triumphant fliAits from every Voiced 
'I^^i^kies wit^cclamations ring ! 
Ha^,^ how aroajml, the hills rejoice, ^ jd^ 
Ancil-ocks refleaid los (Ing ! ^ ^fjf 

Hautboys arM fife And ^mpets joiiHl, 

Heroic harminy prepare, Ifff 
And chamagEO filence every wjjnf, *, 
^^fi^d\\M the late-tormented air. ^r^ »S 
. JFar IS me fouftd 4f martial4iiufic fpread, ^ 

'i- Echoing thlBugh all the Gallic ibft, 
liJA^'hofe numerous flfeops the dreadful ftorm furyey* 
But they, yith wdbder or with awe difmay^ 
Unmov'd beheld thfe^rtr€ft loft. .Mg *' . 



ON THE TATCING OF NAMUR. i^ 
William, their numerous troop? with terror fill*d, 
. Such wondrous charms can godlike valour ihow ! 
►'' Npt the wing'd Perfeus, with petrific dilcld 
©f Gorgon* s head, to more amazement charmed his foe. 
Nor, when on foaring horfe he flew, to aid 
.^nd fare from mvnfter's rage the bcauctous maidj 
Or more heroic was the deed ; 
Or fhe to furer ch^ns decreed, 
Than wasNamur, till now by William freed. 
I XI. 

Defcend, ipy Mtilfe, from thy too-daririg height, 
Defcend to earth, and eafe tny wide-ftrctch'd wing j 
For weary art thou grown of this unwonted flight, 
And doit with pain of triumphs fing. ^. 

M«re fit for thl|^ refume thy rural reeds ; 
For vrar let more harmonious harps be flrung ; 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William's deed* . 
^ Tohiiii who fung the Bovne f- or him to whom he fung. 
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THE BIRTH OF THEMU^J 

- , To the Right Honourable 

CHAR^^ES LO'rd BALIFA 

** Dignum laude vkum Mufawetat mori." H< 
■ ^ '■ , 

TpVESCEjJtt), cekftialMureljtfrrpninfpirc 
~^ Of thee to fing ;^fufe thy hSly fiit. 
Belov*d of gods and men, thyfelf difclofe ; 
Say, from what fource thy heavenly power aroie, 
Which, from unnumber'd years delivering down 
TRc deeds df heroes deathlefs in reAlm, 
Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown. 
Time aq^ the Mufe fet fqrth with equal pace i^ ^ 
ilt one* the rival ftarted to the race : ,^ 

J^ndi)0th at once l^'deflin'd courfe iha^^nd^ 
Or both to all eternity contend. " ^4jf 

One tp preferve ^vhat^' other cannot fave, ^ 
And^refcue virtue rinng from the grave. 
To thee,\) Montaguejjthefe ftrains are fung, 
For thet^my voice i^jpn'd, and fpeaking lyre isJbti 
For every grace of ev^ry Mufe is thine j^- iF 
In thee their various fires united fhine, -Jt 

•arljng of Phoebiw^and the tuneful Nine ! ^ 
To thee abne I Jbe my fonecomA end, 
Wliofe nature can forgive, SM power defend, 
And (hew by turns ^e patron and the friend. 
■■ c *> 



THE BIRTH CJ* THE MUSE. t| 

Begin, my Mufe, from Jove derive thy fbtig, 

Thj fong of right docs firft to Jove belong : 

For thou thy felf art of celcftial feed, 

Kor dare a fire inferior boaft the breed". 
V ^Vhen firft the frame of this vaftball was made. 
And Jove with joy the finifli'd work furvey'dj 
Vicjflitude of things, of men and dates, 
Their rife and fall were dcftin*d by the Fates. 
Then Time had firft a name; by firm decree *■■ 
Appointed lord of all" fulurity. 
Within whofe ample bofbm fates repofe 
Caufes of things, and fecret feeds indole, 
Which, ripening there, fhall one day gain a birth, 
And force a paflage rfirougH the teeming earth. 
To him they give to rule the fpacious light. 
And bound the yet unparted day and night ; 
To wing the hours that wWrl the rolling fphere, 
To fhift the fcafons, and conduct the year, 
Duration of dominion and of power 
To" him prefbribe, and fix each feted hour. 
This mighty rule to Time the Fates ordaii. 
But yet to hard conditions bind his reign ; 
For every beautpous birth he biings to Hght, 
fHow good Ibe'er and grateful in his fight,) 
He muft again to native earth reftore. 
And all his- race with iron teeth devour. 
Nor good nor great fliall 'fcape his hungry maW| 
But bleeding Natufc prove the rigid law. 

Not yet the lobfen*d dearth aloft w^s flung. 
Or pois'd amid the ikies in balance hung; 

C 3 Nor 
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IvFor yet did golden fifes' the fun adorn, "^ 

Or borrow'd iiu^e fllver Cynthia's horn; 
Nor yet had Tirm commiffion |p begin, "^ . 
Or fate the many twifted web to ipin ; 
When all the heayenly hoft affembled came 
To view the world yet reiiing on its frame ; 
^ Eager they pi^fs, to fct the fire difmifs, 
And roll the globe along the vaft abyfs. 

WH^n deep revolving thoughts the god retain. 
Which fdr a f^ce fufpend the jiromk'd fcene, 
Onte moite his eyes oa Time intentive look. 
Again infpe£l Fate's uniTcrfal book. 
Abroad the wondrous volume he difplays, * 
And prefent views the deeds jpf future days. 

A beauteous fcene adortis the foremoft page. 
Where Nature's bloom prefents the golden age. 
The gqlden Ic^ to filver fcon rcfigns, 
And fair the flieet, but yet more faintly, fhines* 
Of bafer brafs, the next ^cnotes the times. 
An impious page deform'd, with deadly c;imes. 
The fourth yet wears a worfe and browner face,^ 
And add^to gloomy days an j^on race. 

He turns tha*book, and every a'ge reviews, 
Then all the kingly line his eye purfucs: 
The firft of men, and lords of earth defign'd. 
Who under him ihould govern human -kind. 
Of future heroes, there, the lives he reads. 
In fearch of glory fpent, and godlike deeds ; 
Who empires found, and goodly cities build, 
A«4 fayage men compel to leave the field. 
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All this he iaw, and all he faw i^prov'd ; 
When lo ! but thence a narrpw fpace removed, 
And hungry Time-has a^tRe fccnc dcfac'd, 
The kings defb-oy'd^ and laid the kingdoms wafle 9 
^ogether all in c;|pmon ruins lie, 
bd but anon and ev'n the ruins die. 
Ti' Alm^hty, inly touch'd, companion found, 
fee great a£):ions in oblivion drpwn'd ; 
od fofward fearch*d the roll, to ,find if Fate 
ad no refcrve to fpare the good and great. 
right in his view the Trojan heroes ftii'nc, 
nd llian flruchires rais*d by hands divine j 
it Ilium foon in native dull is laid, 
nd all her boafled pile a ruin made : 
or great -^neas can her fall vjjthfland, ^^ 

It flies,, to fave his gods, to foreign land. jv 
he Roman race'Tucceed the Dardan ftate^ 
nd firft, and fecond Caefar, godlike great. 
ill on to after-days his eyes dcfcend, 
nd rifing heroes ftill the fearch attend, 
oceeding thus, he many empires pafs*d ; 
'hen fair Britannia fix'd his fight at lail. « 

Above the waves Ihe li^s her filver head, 
nd looks a Venus born from Ocean's bed. 
)r rolling years, her happy fortunes fmile, ' * 

nd fates propitiou?blefs the beauteous iflef- 
worlds remote flie widp extends her reign, 
nd wields the trident of the ftormy main. 
hus on the bafe of empire firm ihe (lands, 
/lyle bright Eli2y| rules the willing lands. 

^ ' ^ c 4 Bur : 
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But foon a lowering Iky comes on apace. 
And fate reversed ihews an ill-omenM face. 
The void of heaven a gloomy hfrror fills ; 
And cfoudy veils involve her ftiining hills; 
Of grcatncfs pafs'd no footfteps fhe retails, 
Sunk in a ferics of inglorious reigns. 
She feels the change, and deep regrets the fliame 
^ Of honouiB loft, and her diminifh'd name : 
Confcious, fhe feeks from day to ihrowd her head,*^ 
And glad would fhrink beneath her oozy bed. 
Thus far, the facrcd leaves Britannia's woes 
In (hady draughts ind dulky lines difclofe. 
Th* enfuing fcenc revolves a martial age, 
And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 

Behold ! of radiant light'kn orb arife, 
Which^kindlhlg day, reftorcs the darkened fkies t 
And fee 1 on fcas the beamy ball defcends. 
And now its tourfe to fair Britannia bends : 
Along the foamy main the billows bear 
The floati|ig fire, and waft the Ihining fphere. 
Hail, happy omen ! Hail, aufpicious fight ! 
Tfiou glorious guide to yet a greater light. 
For fee a prince, whom dazzling -arms array, 
Piyrfuingclofely, plows the watery way, 
Tracing the glory through the flaming/ea. 

Britannia, life ; awake, O faireft ifle, 
From iron lle^p ; again thy fortunes fmile. 
Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 
VVhofe reign renews the former age of gold. 
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ates at length die blifsful web have fjpun^ 
id it round in endlefs circles run. ^ 

ififtU difhint landikconfefsthy fway, 
the watery world thy rule obey ; 
thy noarml fens fhall dUpil for fame^ 
in in foreign fields a deathlefs name ; 
illiam's genius every foul infpires, * 

arms the froxcn youth with warlike fire»« 
y, fee, the hoftile troops retreat, 
lem forcwam'd of their imfcnding fate 
y nnfted foes his fury feel, 
y the force of his unerring tleel. 
lu^ty Gaul, who Well, till now, might boaft 
chiefs fword and unrefifted hoft, 
forefeen approach the fteld forfakes; 
ics tremble, and his empire fhakes. 
^vering enfigns l^^g liad aw*d the plain, 
ects atidacioufly ufurp'd the main ; 
lering florm he fcemM, which from afar 
d ^th a delfcge of deftruftivc war, 
/"illiam's ftronger genius foar'd above, 
3wn the Ikies the daring tempeft drove, 
n the radiant fun retires the night, 
'eftem clouds ihof through whh orient light* 
21 th' afluming god, whom Cidrms obey, 
the warring winds at once gives way, 
antic brethren ravage all around, 
ocks, and woods, and fhorcs, their rage refound; 
ibent o'«r the main, * length they fweep 
quid plains, and nufe the peaceful deep, 

1 But 
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But when fuperior Neptune leaves his bed, 
His trident (hakes, and fhews his awful head ; 
The madding winds are hufh'd, the terapefts ceafe,"^ 
And every rolling furge refides in peace. 

And now IJie facred lea^a'landfkip wears, 
Where, heaven ferene, and air unmov'd appears. 
The rUfe and lily paint the verdant plains. 
And pain) ai>d olive ihade the fylvan fcenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides. 
And foft, apd ftill, the*filver furfacc glides. 
The Zephyrs fan the fields, the whifpering bfeeic 
With fragrant breath remurmurs through the trees. 
The warbling birds, applauding new-born light^ 
In wanton meafures wing their airy flight. 
Above the floods the finny race repair. 
And bound -aloft, and baik in upper air; 
Thev gild their fcaly backs in Phoebus* beams. 
And fcorn to Ikim the level of the ftrcams. '^ ,_ '■* 
Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous face, .^ 

And blooms and ripens with the fruits of peace* ^ 

No more the labouring hind regrets his toil. 
But chearfully manures the grateful foil ; 
Secure tbe glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 
And golden Ceres grace the waving field. 
Th* adventurous manj who durft the deep explore, 
Oppofe the winds, and tempt the flielfy Ihore, 
Beneath his roof now taftes unbroken reft. 
Enough with native wealth and plenty bleft. 

No more the forward youth fftirfues alarms. 
Nor leaves the facred arts for ftubborn anns* i 

.. ' . .; - . ^ 
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No more the mothers from their hopes are torn. 
Nor weeping maids the promised lover mourn. 
No more the widows' fhrieks, aad orphans' cries. 
Torment the patient air, and pierce the ikiej ; 
But peaceful joys' the pro^erc^s times a^rdj^ 
And banifti'd virtue is again rcftor'd. 
And* he whofe arms alone fuilain'd*the toil, 
^nd propp*d the nodding frame o£ Britain's ifle | 
5y whofe illuftrious deeds, her leaders fir'd, 
fave honours loft retrieved, and new acquired, 
I'ith equal fway will virtue's laws maintain, 
ind good, as great, ina^ful peace fhall reign | 
or his example ftill the rule ftiall give, 
ind thofe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 
Proceeding on, the Father ftill unfolds 
ucceeding leaves, and brighter ftill beholds % 
he lateft feen the faireft feems to fhinc, 
et fudden does to one more fair refign. 

V Eternal paus'd 

«ox would Britannia's fate l^ond explore ; 
Enough he faw befides the corpmg ftore. 
-nough ;he hero had already done, 
Vnd round the wide extent of glory run s 
^or further now the fliining path purfues, 
iut like the fun the fame bright race renews. 

And (hail remorfelefs Fates on him have power ! 
)r Tinae unequally fuch worth devour I 
Then, wherefore (hall the brave for fame conteft ? 
iVhy is this man diftinguii'd from the reft ? 

- *^- li . Whofe 



Whole fijftiirtg genius now fublime afpires, 
And deathlcfg fame the due reward rcqniref. 
Approving Heaven th' exalted virtiie riews. 
Nor can the claim which it approves refufc. 
The great Ci^ator foon the grant refoives. 
And in his mighty itCmd the nieans revolves. 
He thought ; , nor doubted once, again to chufc. 
But fpajcc the word, ^nd made th* immortal Mufe, 
Ne'er did his power produce fo bright a child, 
On whofe -creation infant Nature fmil'd. 
Perfeft at firft, a finilha'd form (he wears, 
And youth perpetual in her fade appears. 
Th* aflembled gods, who long expc&ing ftaid, 
With new delight gaze on the Ifively maid. 
And think the wilh'd-for world was well delay'd. 
Nor did tht lire himfelf his joy dilgnife,. 
But ftedfaft view'<f, and fix'd> and fed his eyes. 
Intent a fpace, at length he filcnce broke, 
And thus the god the heavenly fair befpoke. 

" To thee^ immortal Miid, from this blefsM he 
** O'er Time and Famc^ I give unbounded power, 
^* Thou from Oblivion fhalt the hero fave ,- , 
^* Shalt rife, revive, immortalize#ie brave. ^ 

** To thee, the Dardan Prince fhall owe his fame f 
** To thee, the Caefars their eternal name. 
•' Eliz^i, fung by thee with Fate Audi ftrive> 
*' And long as Time in facred verfe furvive. 
^* And yet, O Mufe, remains^ the nobleft theme ; 
<* The fiift of mcfli mature fbr cadlds^femc. 
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" Thy future fongs fhall grace, and ail thy lays, 
'* Thenceforth, alone (hall wait on William's praiie^ 
'' On his heroic deeds thy verie ihall riie 1 
** Thou ihah di^uie the fires that he fupplies. 
" Through him thy iongs (hall more fublimc afpire 1 
'' Aid he, through them, fhall deathle& fame acquirr; 
" Nor Time nor Fate his glory fhall oppofe, 
^* Or blafl tlie monuik^ts the Mu(e beftows." 

This faid ; no 'more remained. Th' ethereal hofl 
Again impatient crowd the cryilal coafl. 
The Father, now, within his fj^ious hands, 
Incompjifs'd all the dangled nnns of feas and landsj 
And, having heav'd aloft tlie ponderous fphcre. 
He laundN) the^rldyx^ float in ambient air. 



ON MRS. AR^IELLA HUNT, SINGING,. 

. IRaEGULAB. ODE. 

. ^ h 

I^'^ET^tll b|j,hiifh*d, eachjjftefl motion ceafe> 
J HI everM)ti^umultuQt» thotfj^t at peace^ 

And every ruder m^p of Weath > 

Be calm, as in the arms W death. 
And thou, moft fickle, moft uneafy part. 
Thou refllefs wanderer, my heart, 

Bc.flill ; \eruly, ah leave, 
' Thou bufy, idlej^ing, to heave. 

Stir not a pulfe j'^and let my bloody 

That turbulent^ umioly flood* ^ 
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Be foftly ftay'd : 
Ifet me be all, but my attention, dead. 
Go, reft, tinneceflary fprings of life. 
Leave your oiHcious toil and ftrife ; 
F6r I would hear her voice, and try ., 
If it be poffible to die, ^ 

II. 
Come, all ye love-fick maids *aA#wounded fwaias 

And liiten to her healing ftrains. 
A v^rondrous balm between her lips fhe wears. 
Or fevereign for^to foften cares ; 
i And this through c^ry ear iSe can impart, 
(By tuneful breath diffus'd) to every heart. 
Swiftly the gentle charmer ttj^, ^j^ * -^P 
And to the tender grief foft air applilfe, 
\Vliich, warbling myftic fdlhids. 
Cements the bleeding pgjter's wouad^ 
But ah 1 beware of clamorous moan i 
Let no unpleafing murmur^' orliarfh groan, 

Your {lighted loves declare : 
Your very tcriki^ ^^JJ^S %hs fQj^ei|| ** 
Forcycn*they wHlbe too boifterouVBei#*" ^ 
Hitfier let nought but iacnA Silei^ come, 
^ Aiid let aU faucy^iife be^dumb. 

*• III. 

And lo ! Silence Ijimfelf ,is here f ^ 

Methinks I fee the midnight god appear. 
In all his downy pomp array 'd; y- 
Miold the reverend fhade : 
^n affient ii^i he G^ upoa^. 
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Whofe memory of found is long fince gonef 
And purpofely »|iuhilated for his throne ; 
Beacath, two ib^t4ranfparent clouds do n^ee^ 
la which he feems to fink his fofter feet. 
4 A melancholy tlyught, condens'd to air, 
fr . Stolen from a lover in dcfpair. 

Like a thin mantle, fer\'es to wrap 
In fluid folds his vihd&aif (hape. 
* A wreath of darknefs round his head he wears, 
ipr Where curling mifts fupply the want of hairs i^ 
I' While the {lUl vapours^ ^^ch from poppies^p^ 
k Bedew his Hoary face^ and lull his eyes. 
IV. 
But hark ? the heaveol^ fphere turns round, 
^ji And Silence now is*drown*d 

In ecfUhrpf' found. ■• ^^^ tf 

How on a (ud<3€m the (till air is cimnnM, 
I As if ail hammy wer&jjuft alarm'd ! 

And every foul wi^MJIranfport fiU'd, . , 
t Altemifcely is tha\W and chilPd, 
W See%5w the heavenly chjjir A ^ .4 

C«he flofikii% to admire, / ¥^^ 

igwl^th wha^ifpeedtod care j, ' 

D^nfflqp^ngels cu4 the minneft aijj^ V'** ^ 



then, come all th' immortal "fflrc 
4^d Men to her foi^ 



, Lea^ your lov*d manfiorfiin the Iky, -^^ 

Andf bj^er, quickly hither fl|r 
Youyoft of heaven lior ihail |pb need to fear V 

Wle ihe fio^, 'tis l|4^xi &cre, 
f 'A i^*^ ' V. See 
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if V. 

Sec how they crowd, fee how die littj^e cherubs (ki 

While o^fker^ fit around her mouthjHod fip 

• Sweet Hallelujahs from her lip, 

Thofe lips, ^yhere in furprize of bii^they rovcj 
For ne*er before did angels tafte - ■ 
So exquifite a feafi, 
Of mufic and of lovm^ 
Prepare then, ye immortal choir. 
Each facred minllrel tune his lyre, 
ACTkith, her voice in cjjl^rus join ; 

Her voitfe, which next to yours is moft wine^ 
Blefs the glad earth with heavenly lays, 

And to ^t pitch th' eternal ^jpcents raif^, ' 
Which only breath in^ir'd" can reach, 

To not!|, whtei on^ fhe can learn, ^X^ftui can t 
While we, charm^ with the lov'd j|c«(s, 
Are wrapt in fweet forgetfulpefs ^'^^ 

Of all, of all,, but of the fillent happin^ds : 
Wilhinl for ever in that itate to lie, t 



^ Fpigyer ^be dying ib, yet x^ver die.. * 
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PRIAM'S 
LAMENTATION AND PETITIOS 

T O 

ACHILLES, 

?0R THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR. 

Tranflated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad. M« 
Beginning at this Line* 



Argument introduftcry to this Tranflation. 

fieftor's body (after he 'was (lain) remained ftiil in the 
poffeffion of Achilles j*for which Priam made great 
lamentation. Jupiter had pity on him ; and fent Iris 
to comfort him, and dire£b him after whlit manner he 
ihould go to Achilles' tent j and how he ihould there 
ranfona the body of his fon* Priam accordingly orders 
Ms chariot to be got ready, and, prqparing rich pre- 
fcnts for Achilles, fets forward to the Gifccian camp, 
accompanied by nobody but his herald Idaeus. Mtr- 
^ry, at Jupiter^s command, meets him by the way, 
*n the figure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoan- 
'»g his misfortunes, undertakes to drive his chariot 
^bferred through tht guards, and to the door of 
D AchiUeft* 
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Achilles* tent ; which having performed, he difa 
vered himfelf 9 god, ai^d giving liim a fliortinftru6i:i( 
how to move Achilles to compaiRon, flew up 
* heaven, 

O O {pake the god, and heavenward took his flight 

*^ When Priam from his chaii^ot did alight ; 

Leaving Idaeus there, alone he went 

With folenm pace into Achilles* tent. 

Heedlefs he pafs'd through various rooms of ftate, 

Until approaching where the hero fate ; 

There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 

Jove*s beft-belov'd, with all his chiefs around ; 

Tw« -QuJy ^ere t' attend his perfon plac'd, 1 

Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft 

At greater diftance, greater ftate exprefs'd. J 

Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfued. 

And flrft of all was by Achilles view'd. 
About his knees his trembling arms he caft, 
And agonizing grafp'd and held ^hem faft j 
Then caught his hands, and kifs'd and prefs*d them clof 
Thofe hands, th* inhuman authors of his woes ; 
Thofe hands, whofe unrelenting force had coft 
3Much of his blood (for many fons he loft). 
But, as a wretch who has a murder done^ 
And, feeking refuge, does from juftice run, 
Entering fome houfe, in bafte, where he 's imknown^ 
Creates amazemeat in the lookers-on : 
So did Achilles gaze, fuypriz*d to fee 
The godlike Priam's royal mifcry j 

.3 ^ 
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All on each other gu'd, all in fuiprize, 

And mute, yet feem'd to qudUoin widi their eye«^ 

Till he at length the folemn fiJence broke ; 

And thus the venerable fuppliant ipoke : 
" Divine Achilles, at your feet behold 

*' j^ prollrate King, in wrctchedncfs grown old : 
' " Think on your father, and then look on me, 
f ** His hoary age and helplefs perfon fee ; 

*' So furrow'd are his c^ks, fo white liis liairs, 

'* Such, and fo many, his declining years ; 
^ " Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 
I " Could you imagine fuch, his mifcry I 
r " Yet it may qorhe, when he (hall be opprefs'd, 
I " And neighbouring princes lay his country wade ^ 

** Ev'n at this timt, perhaps, ibnie powerful foe, 
i " Who will no mercy, no compaflion Ihow, 

^* Entering his palace, fees bim feebly fly, 
( •* And feek prote^ion where no help is, nigh. 
' *' In vain he may your fatal abfeuce mourn, 

" And wi(h, in v^in, for your delay'd return ; 

" Yet, that he hears you live, is fome relief ; 

'* ^ome hopes alleviate his excefs of grief; 

" It glads his foul to think, he once m^y fee 

" His much-lov*d ion ; would that .were granted f^ I 

" But I, moft wretclj^ I ! pf ,9^1 bereft ! 

" Of all my worthy fons ho^vy f^\y arc left ! 

" Yet fifty goodly youths I hjid to boaft, 

" When firft the Greeks invaded JlUon's cpaft : 

" Nineteen, the joyful iflue of one woinb; 

** Arc now, alas I j^ moprnfu^ trikv^i? to one tpiftb. ,* 
D z ** Mercilefs 



36 CONOR EVE'S POEMS. 

** Mcrcilefs war this devaftation wrought, 

^* And their ftrong nerves to dilTolutioa brought, 

" Still one was left, in whom was all my hope, 
** My age*s comfort, and his country's prop ; 
** He£i:or, my darling, and my laft defence, 
** Whofe life alone, their deaths could recompcnfe ; 
** And, to complete my ftore of countlefs woe, 

** Him you have (lain of him bereav'd me too ! 

** For his fake only, hither am I come ; 

** Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an cndlefs fum j 

** All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 

** A worthlefs ranfom for fo brave a fon. 

** Fear the juft gods, Achilles ; and on mc 
** With pity look, think you your father fee ; 
** Such as I am, he is j alone in this, 
** I can no ec^^ual have in miferies j 
*' Of all mankind moft wretched and forldrn, 
** Bow'd with fuch weight as never has been 1 
** Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whl 
** The fpring and fource of all my forrows con 
** With gifts, to court mine and my country's banc, : 
*' And kifs thofe hands which have my children flainJl 
Mt ^ake.— 

Now fadnefs o'er Achilles' face appears, 
Priam he views, and for is father fears j 
That, and compafiion melt him into tears. 
Thcji, gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam's face j but he ftill proftrate lay. 
And there, with tears and fighs, afreih begun 
To mourn the fall of his Ul-f»t€d fon* 



boine^ 
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PRIAM'S LAMENTATION, it 

fiutpaflion diiTerent ways Achilles turns, 
Kow, be Patroclusy now, his father mourns : 
Thus both with lamentations filPd the place, 
Till foirow feem'd to wear one common face* 



THE 

LAMENTATIONS 

o F 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN, 

OVER THE 
DEAD BODY OF HECTOR. 

Tranilated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad »• 

! \ Beginning at this Line, 

Coa nekton of this with the former Tranflation. 

n, at bit, moves Achilles to compaffion, and, after 

Bg made him prefents of great value, obtains the 

|f his fon. Mercury awakens Priam early in the 

Tig, and a^vifes him to hafte away with the body, 

|ijmcmnun fliould be informed of his being ia 

l^iim'. : he jiimfelf helps to harnefs the mules and 

e^ and conveys him fafely, and without noife, 

D J chariot 



chariot and all, from among the Grecian tents; ^ 
£ies up to heaven^ leaving Priam and Idaeus to tn 
on widi the body toward Troy. 

NO W did the faffron mom her beams difplay, 
Gilding the face of univerfal day ; 
When mourning Priam to tfhe town return'd ; 
Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had moum'd ; 
The mules, beneath the mangled body go. 
As bearing (now) unufual weight of woe. 
To Pergamus* high top CafTandra flies, 
Thence ihe afiar the fad proceflion fpies : 
Her fether and Idaeus firft appear, 
Then Heftor's corpfe extended on a bier ; 
At which, her boundlefs grief loud cries beganr 
And, thus lamenting, through the ftreet flie ran c 
** Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all ! 
*' Behold the godlike Hector's funeral ! 
** If e'er you went with joy, to fee him come 
** Adom'd with conquelt and with laurels home, 
** Altemble now, his ranfom'd body fee, 
** What once was all your joy, now all your mifery 
She (pake, and ftrait the numerous crowd obeyM, 
l^or man, nor woman, in the city ftay'd j 
Common confent of grief had made theiti one. 
With clamorous moan to Scaea's gate tfi€y run^ 
There the lov'd body of their Heftor meet. 
Which they, with loud and ftcfh lataentings, gre^ 
His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
J^val in love, in grief had e^ulsil ftrif&; 
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In forrovv they no moderation knew, 

£ut, wildly wailing, to the chariot flew • 

There ftrove the rolling wheels to hold, while each 

Attempted firft his breathlefs corpfe to reach ; 

Aloud they beat their breafts, and tore their hair. 

Rending around with ihrieks the fu fieri ng air. 

Now had the throng of p^le ftopt the way. 
Who would have there lamented all the day j 
But Priam from his chariot rofe, and fpakc, 
" Trojans, enough; truce with your fbrrows malce; 
" Give way to me, and yield^the chariot room: 
" Fifft let me bear my Heftor's body homCj 
" Then mourn your fill,*' At this the crowd gave wayi 
Yielding, like waves of a divided fea. 

Idzus to the palace drove, then laid 
With care the body on a fumptuous bed, 
And round about were (kilful fingers plac'd. 
Who wept, aiid figh'd, and in fad notes exprefs'd 
Their moan ; all in a Chorus did agree 
Of univerfal niournftrl Harmony, 
When firft Andromdche her paflibn broke, 
And thus (clofe prcffiftg his pale cheeks) Ihe Ipokc : 

ANDROMACHE'S LAMENTATION. 

my loft hulband ! let me ever mourn 
Thy early fate, and too untimely um : 
In the full pride of youth thy glories fade, 
^nd thou in afecs muft with them be laid. 

I> 4 Xithy 
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Why is my heart thus miferably torn 
Why am I thus diftrcfs'd ! why thus forlorn I 
Am I that wretched thing a widow left ? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ! 
Yet I were bleft, were I alone undone ; 
Alas, my child! where can an infant run? 
iJ^nhappy orphan f thou in woes art nurs'd; 
Why were you bom ? -—I am with bleilings cur$*i 
Tor long ere thou ihall be to manhood grown> 
Wid^ dcfolation will lay wafte this town : 
Who is there now that can proteftion give. 
Since he, who was her ftrength, no more doth live i 
Who of her reverend matrons will liave care > 
WJio fave her children from the rage of war ? 
For he to all father and hufband was, 
And all are orphans now, and widows, by his loTs, 
Soon will the Grecians, now, infulting come, 
And bear us capfives to their diftant home ; 
I, with my child, muft the fame fortune fliare. 
And all ahke, be prifoners of the war; 
•Mongft bafe-born wretches he his lot muft have. 
And be to fbme inhuman lord a (lave. 
Elfe fome avenging Greek, with fury fill'd. 
Or for an only fon or father kill'd 
By Heftor's hand, on him will vent his rage^ 
And with his blood his thirfty grief affuage j 
For many fell by his relentlefs hand, 
"Biting that ground, with which their blood was ftaii 

Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
^^M jiever did his foec in battle fpare; 

Tl 
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Thence come theie fufFerings, which fo much have coft. 

Much woe to ally but fure to me the mod. 

I^whim not, when in the pangs of death. 

Nor did my lips receive his lateli breath; 

Mliy held he not to me his dying hand ? 

And why received not I his laft command ? 

Something he would have fa id had I been there. 

Which I fhould flill in fad remembrance bear; 

Fori could never, never words forget, 

Which night and day I fhould with tears repeat. 

She fpake, and wept afrefh, when all around 

A general %h diffusM a mournful found. 

Then, Hecuba, who long had been opprell 

With boiling paflions in her aged breaft. 

Mingling her words with lighs and tears, begun 

A lamentation for her darling fon. , 

HECUBA'S LAMENTATION. 

Heftor, my joy, and to my foul more dear 
Than all my other numerous ifiue were ; 
my laft comfort, and my beft-belov'd ! 
Thou, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was moV'd, 
And fent a god his dread commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high heaven's peculiar care ! 
From fierce Achilles' chains thy corpie was freed ; 
So kind a fate was for none elfe decreed : 
My other fons, made prifoners by his hands. 
Were fold like flaves, and Ihipt to foreign lands. 

Thoa 
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Thou too w^rt fentcnc'd by his barbarous doom» 
And dragg'd, when dead, about Patrocli/s' tomb« 
His lov*d Patroclus, whom thy hands had flain : 
And yet that cruehy was us'd in vain,* 
Since all could not reftore his life again. 
Now frefli and glowing, ev'n in death thou art. 
And fair as he who ffcll by Phoebus* dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her paflion ftay'd, 
And univerfal moan again was made j 
When Helen's lamentation hers fupply'd. 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry'd-. 

HELEN'S LAMENTATION* 

O Heflop, thou wert rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half fo large a part ! 
Not lefs than twenty years are now pafs'd o'er. 
Since firft I landed on the Trojan fliore ; 
Since I with godlike Paris fled from home ; 
(Would I had dy'd before that day had come !) 
In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne'er could charge tlice with a deed unkind ; 
Not one untender word, or look of fcorn. 
Which I too often have from others borne. 
But you from their reproach ftill iet me free. 
And kindly have reprov*d their cruelty j 
If by my fitters or the Queen revil'd, 
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kindneis ftiil has all i»y grief beauil'd. 



Ever in tears let me your loft bemoan » 

^Vho had t(o friend alive but you alone : 

All will reproach rae now where'er I pafsy 

And fly with horror from my hated fece. 

This faidy iie wept ,• and the vaft throng \vas mov*df 

And with a general figh her grief approved. 

When Priam (who had heard the mourning crowd) 

Roic from his feat, and thus he fpake aloud : , 

" Ceafe your lamentings, Trojans, forawhile^ 

" And fellrdown trees to buHd a funeral pile ; 

" Fear not an ambulh by the Grecians laid, 
" For with Achilles twelve days truce I made." 

He fpake ; and all obey'd as with one mind. 
Chariots were brought, and mules and o^en joiu'dj 
Forth from the city all the people went, 
And nine days fpace was in that labour fpent ; 
The tenth, a moil fhipendous pile they made. 
And on the top the manly Heftor laid. 
Then gave it fire ; while all, with weeping eyes. 
Beheld the rolling flames and fmoke arife. 
All night they wept, and all the night it bum'd^ 

-^ut when the rofy mom with day retum'd, 
About the pile the thronging people came. 
And with black >tine quenched the remaining flamew 
His brothers then and friends fearch'd evefy where. 
And gathering up his Inowy bones with care, 
^ept o*er them j when an um of gold wafs broughtt 
Wrapt in foft purple palls, and richly wrought, 
la which the fkcred aihes were interred, 

Th^a o'er bk grave a monumciit they rear'd. 

Mea« 
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Mean time, (Irong guards were plac'd, and c^/e^t^ 
To watch the Grecians^ and prevent furprize. 
The work once ended, all the vaft refort 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court ; 
Thefc they refrefli'd their weary limbs with reft. 
Ending the funeral with a folemn feail. 

PARAPHRASE UPON HORACE 
ODE XIX. LIB. I. 

** Mater facva Cupidinum, &c." 
I. 

THE tyrant Queen of foft defu^s. 
With the i-efiftlels aid of fprightly Wine 
And wanton Eafe, conlpires 
To make my heart its peace rcfign, 
And re-admit Love's long-reje6led fires. 

For beauteous Glycera I burn, 
The flames fo long repell'd with double force return. 
Matchlefs her face appears, and fhines more bright 
Than poliftx'd marble when refle£ling light : 
Her very coynefs warms j 
And with* a grateful fullennefs fhe charms t 

Each look darts forth a thoufand rays, 
Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays ; 
My eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy while I gaze* 
II. 
She comes ! (be comes ! fhe ruihes in my veins f 
At once all Venus enters, and at large flie reigns f 

Cypr 
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Cyprus no more with her abode is bleft, 
I am her palace, and her throne my biiaft. 
Of farage Scythian arms no more I write. 
Of Parthian archers, who in flying fight. 
And make rough war their (port ; 

Such idle themes no more can move. 
Nor any thing but what *s of high import : 

And what *s of high import, but love ? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare j 
With wine of two years old your cups be fiU'd : 

After our facrifice and prayer, 
The goddefs may incline her heart to yield. 

STANZAS 

IN IMITATION O F HORACE, 

LIB. II. ODE XIV. 

" Eheu fugaces, Pofthurae, Poilhiune, 
" Labuntur anni, &c." 



A H ! no, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'tis, 
•^ ■*■ This pious artifice. 

Not all thefe prayers and alms can buy 

One moment towVd Eterpity, 

Eremity ! that boundlefs race. 

Which Time himfelf can never run 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary'd pace) t 
Which, when ten thoufand, thoufand years are done, 
[s ilill the iamci sund ftill to be begun. 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd are thofe limits, whic;h preforib^ 
A fiiort ex^tent to xheipoft laftipg bgre^b ; 
And though thpu co.uld'ft for Sacrifice lay dowa 
Millions of other liv.qs to favethy own, 

'Twere fruitkfs all ; nott a)l would bribe 
One fupemumerary gaijp from d^ath. 
II. 
In vain 's thy inexhaufted ^ore 

.Of wealtjti, in vain thy power ; 
Tiy honoyrs, titles, all muft fail. 
Where Piety itfclf can nought avail. 
The rich, the great, the innocent^ and Juft, 

Mull all be huddled to the grave, 
With the moft vile and ignominipus flave, 
And undiftinguifh'd lie in duft. 
In vain the fearful flies alarms, 
In vain he is fecure from wounds of arms. 
In vain avoids the faithlefs feas. 
And is confined to home and eafe. 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 

In vain are all thofe arts \ve try, 
All our ev^^Qn.s, and regret to die : 
From the contagion of mortality, 
No clime ^s p\ire, no ^ix is freie : 
And no retreat 
Is fo obfcure, as to be jiid from f^te 
Uh 
Thou xao^f alas ! ti^ou muft, my friend ; 
<The very hour thoiji now doft fpe^id 
In ftudying to^iyoid, l>XWg9/9JX iJ^y ^d) 
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Thou nmft forego the deareft joys of life 1 
Leave the wajTU bofom of thy tend^ ^vife. 
And all the much-lov'd ojOTspring of her womb. 
To moulder in the cpld embraces of a tomb. 
All mull be left, and all be loft'; 
Thy houfe, whofe ftately ftrudlure ib much coft, 
I Shall not afibrd 

Room for the ftinking carcaie of its lord. 
Of all thy pleafant gardens, grots, and bowers^ 
Thy coftly fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and -flowers, 

Nought ihalt thou fave ; 

Or but a fprig of rofeqiary Ihalt have. 

To wither with thee in the grave : 

The reft (hall live and flourilh, to upbraid 

Their tranfitory mafter dead. 

IV. 

Then ihall thy long-expe6i:ing heir 
A Joyful mourning wear : 
And riot in the wafte of that eftate 
Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get. 
All thy hid ftores he fhall unfold. 
And fet at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemned by thee. 
To vaults and prifons, Ihall again be free : 
Bury'd alive though now it lies. 

Again Ihall rife ; 
Again its (parkling furface fhow. 
And frcQ as element profufely.flow. 

, With 
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With fuch high food he fhall fet forth his fcafts. 
That cardinals fhall wifh to be his guefts j 
And pampcr'd prelates fee 
Themfelyes outdone in luxury. 

IN IMITATION OF HORAC: 

ODE IX. LIB. I. 

" Videsutalta, &c.'* 

I. 
T> LESS me, 'tis cold ! how chill the air ! 
•*-^ How naked does the world appear ! 
But fee (big with the offspring of the north) 
The teeming clouds bring forth : 
A ihowcr of foft and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-cloath the earth again. 
Behold the mountain-tops around. 
As if with fur of ermins crown'd ; 
And lo ! how by degrees 
The univerfal mantle hides the trees. 

In hoary flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the Iky : 
Trembling, the groves fullain the weight, and hoH 

Like aged limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable head of fnow. 

II. 
Diffufive cold does the whole earth invade. 
Like a difeafe, through all its veins 'tis fpread, 
Aivd each late living ftrcam is numb'd and dead. 

] 
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Let 's melt the frozen hours, make warm the air j 
Letchearful fires SoPs feeble beams repair ^ 
Fill the large bowl with fparkling wine j 
Let 's drink *till our own faces ihinc, 

Till we like funs appear. 
To light and warm the hemifphex^. 
Wine can difpenfe to all both light and heat, 
[ They are wi^h wine incorporate : 

That powerful juice, with which no cold dares mix, 
Which flill is fluid, and no froft can fix ; 

Let that but in abundance flow, 
And let it florm and thunder, hail and fnow, 
'Tis heaven's concern ; and let it be 
The care of heaven ftill for me : 
Thole winds, which rend the oaks and plough the feasj" 
Great Jove can, if he plcafe, 
With one commanding nod appeafe. 

IIL 
Seek not to know to-morrow's doom ; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The prefent moment 's all our ftore : 
The next, ihould heaven allow. 
Then this will be no more : 
So all our life is but one inftant now. 
Look on each day you Ve pall 
To be a mighty treafure won : 
And lay each moment out in hade ; 
We 're fure to live too faft, 
Afid cannot live too foon. 

E Yomtli 
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Which from d^epitage wij], % ; 
The flowers that ftouiiilh ii^ ijhj? fpripg. 
In winter's coljdj ^mW^(;i?s, 4*^, 
IV. 
Now Love, that evcrlafting boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in fbft delights r 
Now the kind nymph yields all her charn^^ 
Non yields in vain to youthful arms. 
Slowly (he promifes at night to meet. 
But eagerly prevents the hour with fwifter feet. 
To gloomy groves and (hades obfcure (he flies. 
There veils the bright confe(fion of her eyes. 
Unwillingly (he ftays, 
iVould more unwillingly depart. 
And in foft (ighs conveys 
The whifpcrs of her heart. 
"Still (he invites and (lill denies. 
And vows (he *11 leave you if you 're nide j 
Then from her ravi(her (he flies. 
But flies to be purfu'd : 
If from his fight (he does herielf cpnvey, 
With a feign'd laugh (he will hcrfelf betray, 
-And cunningly in(lru6k hiro in the way. 
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S O N G. 

I. 

)k'd, and Tfigli'rf^ arid t wiifE^d* t couldYpcak, 
nd very fain woUrd'Have been at her; 
'hen I ftrove moll iriy great pa(!ion to break, 
1 then I faid lea^oJTthe matter. 

II; 
e to myfelf, arid reiblv'd I would try 
ne way my poor h^art to recover ; 
lat was all vain, for X iboHer could die, 
n live with forbefti<ing to> Ibve her. 

ra. 

:aBlia, be kind then ; anid fince your own eycf 
ooks can commas^ s^cratioA. 
I'ne leave ^t&lk too, and do not' dM|)ife 
fe oglings that tefl ydumy'paflbn. 

iv: 

look, and we ll love, and though neither ihould 
fpeak, 

pleafure we '11 ftiin3€ purfuirig j 
►, without words, I don *t doubt we may roak© 
:ry good end of this wooing, 

frl THE 



CONGREVE»S POEM 
THE R ECO NCI LI AT 

RECITATIVE. 

FAIR Caelia love pretended. 
And nam'd the myrtle bower^ 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis*d hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expe6iation, 
His heart with rage o'erflowing. 
He vented thus his pailion. 

ODE. 

To all the fex deceitful, 

A long and lad adieu ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 

As oft as men prove true. 
The pains they caufe are many. 

And long and hard to bear. 
The joys they give (if any) 

Few, ihort, and unfincere* 

RECITATIVE. 

^JBut Caelia now, repenting 
Her breach of aiiignation. 
Arrived with eyes confenting. 
And Iparkling inclination. 
Like Citherea fmiling, 
She bluih'd, and laid his paiHon; 
The fhepherd ceas*d reviling. 
And fung this recantation : 



THE RECONCILIATION. 59 

PALINODE. 

How engaging, bow endearing. 

Is a Lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing. 

After abfence or defpair ! 
Women wife increafe defiring. 

By contriving kind delays 1 
And advancing, or retiring, 

All they mean is more to pleafe. 

t ABSENCE. 

'' A LAS ! what pains, what racking thoughts he proves, 
•^ ^ Who lives remov'd from her he deareft loves ! 
In cruel abfencc 'doom'd paft joys to mourn. 

And thiijk on hours that will no more return ! 

Oh let me Wer the pangs of abfence try. 

Save me from abfence. Love, or let me die. 

S O N G. 

T^ ALSE though fhe be to me and Lwe, 
■■" 1*11 ne'er purfue Revenge ; 
For ftill the Charmer I approve, 

Thou^ I deplore her change. 
In hours of blifs we oft have met. 

They could not always laft ; 
And though the prefent I regret, 

I'm grateful for the paft. 

E 3 SONG 
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SONG IN piALOa U E, 
FOR TWO WOMp:N. " 



T Love, and am bclov'd again^ 
**- Strephoji no more ihalX figh in vain^ 
I *ve try*d his faith, and found him true. 
And all mj coynefs bid adieu. 

2. 

I loye, and am belov'd again. 
Yet ftill my Thyrfis fliall complain j 
I'm fure he *s mine, while I refyfe him> 
But when I yield, I fear to lofe Him. 

X. Men will grovy faint with tedious fafKng i 
2. And both will tire with often tailing. 
When they find tie blifs not lafting. 

1. Love is compleat in kind pofleifing. 

2. Ah no! ah no! that ends the bleffing. 

CHORUS OF BOTH* 

Then let us beware how far we confent. 
Too foon when we yield, too late we repent | 
'Tis ignorance makes men adj^ire : 
And granting defire 
We feed no^the fire. 
Bat make it more quickly expire* 



SON^ 
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TE L L me no more I am deceived ; 
Thht Chloe *s felfe and coMncmi 
I always knew (atleaft bcliev'd) 

She was a very woman j 
As fuch, I lik'd, as fiicH, carefsM, 
She ilill was cohftant tvhW pofTcfs^d, 
She could do moit for nro fnan. 

ii. 

But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran. 

And, that, you think a hard tilings 
Perhaps, fhe fancy'd you the roan. 

And what care I one farthing? 
You think ihe 's falfe, I 'm fure Hie 's kind { 
I take her body, you her mind, 

Who has the better bargain ? 

THE ?fiTltlON. 

p RANT me, gentle Love, faid h 
^^ One dear blefing ere I die j 
Long I 've borne excefs of pain. 
Let me now fome blifs obtain. 
Thus to almighty Love I cry*^ 
I When angry thus the god reply'd^ 

£ 4 BD^ffltfgs 
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Bleffings greater none can have, 
Art thou not Amynta's flave ? ^ , y 

Ceafe fond mortal, to implore. 
For Love, ev'n Love himfclf 's no more. 

so N G. 



/^ R U EL Amynta, can you fee 

^^ A heart thus torn, which you betray M ? . 

Love of himfelf ne'er vanquifh'd "le, 

But through your eyes the conqucft made,' 
II. 
In ambufli their the? traitor lay, 

Where I was led^ by faithlefs fmiles : 
No wretches are fo loft as they, 

Whom much fecurity beguiles. 

SONG. 

I. 

QEE, iec, fhc wakes, Sal»ina wakes f 
^ And now the fun begins to rife ; 
Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 
11. 
With light united, day they give, 

But diiSferent fates cue night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

Uow many will her coldnefs kill ! 

Occ 
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Occafioned -by a Lady's havmg writ Veksbs m 
Commendarion of a Poem which was written in 
Praife of another Lady. 

•»■ 

HARD is thetafk, and bold th* adventurous flight| 
Of him, who dares in praife of beauty wiitc; 

For when to that high theme our thoughts afcend, 

Tis to detraft, too poorly to commend. 

And he, who, pr^ifmg beauty, does no wrong. 

May boaft to be fuccefsful in his fong : 

But when the fair themfelves approve his lays, 
And one excepts, and one vouchiafcs to praife. 
His wide* ambition knows no farther bound, 
Nor can his Mufc with brighter fame be crown'd. 

EPIGRAM. 

Written after the Deceafe of Mrs. Arabella 
Hunt, under her Pidlure drawn playing on a 
Lute. 

. "TT ER E there on earth another voice like thine, 
^ ' Another hand fo bleft with Ikill divine ! 
"he late afflifted world fome hopes might have, 
.nd Harmony retrieve thee from tlie grave. 
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I. 

PIOUS Selinda goes to prayerv 
If I but a!k the favour; 
Jlnd yet the tender fool 's in tears. 
When fi« believes I'll leave her. 
II. 
Would I were free from this reftraint, 

Or elfe had hdpts to win her ! 
Would fhe could make of me a faint; 
Or I of hcrafinner! 

A HYMN TO HARMOl 

IN »ONOUR O F • 

ST. CECILIA'S BAY, MDa 
Set to Music by Mr. John Ecci 

I. 

O Harmony, to thee we fing,, 
To^thce the grateful tribute bring 
Of facred verft, and fVect refbunding lays ; 
^hy aid invoking while tliy Power we praife. 
All hail to thee, 
AH powerful Harmony ! 
3 
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Wife Nature owns thy undifputcd fway. 
Her wondrous works refigning to diy care t 
The planetary orbs thy rule obey, 
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way, 
Thy voice infbntiiBg each metodioviB fphore. 

CHORUS. 

All hail to thee, 
Ali-powerfui Harmony I 
II. 
Thy voice, O Harmony, with awful fboa^ 
Could penetrate th* abyfs profound. 
Explore the realms of ancient nighty 
And fearch the living fource of unborn light. 

Confnfion heard thy voice, and fied. 
And Chaos deeper plungM his vanquiih'd head* 
Then didil thou. Harmony, give birth 
To this fair form of heaven and earth; 
Then all thofe flaining worlds above 
In myftic dance began to move 
Around tho radiant fphere of central fire, 
A never-ceaiing, ncvcr-filent choir, 
c H o R u 8. 
Confufion heard thy voice, and fled. 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifli'd head* 
IIL 
Thou only, godflefs, firft could'ft tell 
The mighty charms in numbers found ; 
And didft to heavenly minds mveal 
Thti fecset force of tuAefulfi)uad# 

Whea 
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When firft Cyllenius forniM the lyre, 
Thov ilidft the god inipire ; 
When firft the vocal Ihell he ftrung. 
To which the Mufes fung : 
Then firft xh^ Mules fung ; melodious ftiains J 

play'd, 
And Mufic firft began by thy auipicious aid. 

Hark, hark! again Urania fmgs! 
Again Apollo ftrikcs the trembling firings ! 
And fee, th^ liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found* 

CHORUS. 

Hark, hark, again Urania fings ! 
Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling ftrings ! 
And fee^ the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found, 
: IV. 

Defccnd, Urania, heavenly fair ! 
To the relief of this aflBifted world repair ; 
See hojy, with various woes oppreft. 
The wretched race of men is worn j 
Confum'd with cares, with doubts diftrel 
Or by conflifting paflions torn. 
Reafon in vain employs her aid. 
The furious will on fancy waits ; 
While reafon ftill by hopes or fears betray'd. 
Too late adyanccs, or too foon retreats. 
Muiic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The" wandering fenie^ and calm the troubled min 
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CHORUS. 

Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 

The wandering fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

V. 
Begin the powerful fong, ye facred Nine, 
Your inftruments and voices join ; 
Harmony, peace, and fweet defire, 
In every bread infpire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And ibft repofe to reftlefs thoughts impaft. 
Appeafe the wrathful mind. 
To dire revenge and death inclin'd : 
With balmy founds his boiling blood affuage^ 
And melt to mild remorfe his burning rage. 
' 'Tis done ; and now tumultuous pailions ceafe ; 
And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft, • 
By muiic lulPd to pleafing reft. 

CHORUS. 

Tis done j and now tumultuous paffions ceafe ; 

And all is hulh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft. 

By mufic lull'd to pleafing reft. 
VI. 

Ah, fweet repofe, too foon expiring ! 

Ah, foolilh man, new toils requiring ! 

Curs'd ambition, ftrife purfuing. 

Wakes the world to war and ruin. 

Ste, 
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Sec, fee, the battle is preparM ! 
Behold, the hero comes ! 
iLoTid trumpets with- flirill fifes are heard ; 
And hoarfe refounding drums. 
War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife. 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

War, with difcordant notest and jarring noife. 
The hannony of peace deftroys. 

vir. 

See the forfakfen fair, with ftreaming eyes 
Her parting lover mourn ; 
She weeps^ fhe fighs, defpairs, and dJe«, 
And watchful waftes the lonely livelong nights, 

Bewailing paft delights 
That may ne more, no never more return, 
* Ofooth her cares 

With fofteft, fweeteft airs. 
Till vi6tory and peace reftore 
per faithful lover to her tendtr breaft, 
Withitther fbWing arms to reft. 
Thence never to be parted more, 
No never tb be parted more. 

CHORUS. 

Let viftory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover tp her tender breaft. 
Within her folding arms to reft,, 
Thence never to be parted more', 
l<io never, to be £^ited more* 
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VIII. 
m^9 Urania, heavtnly fair ^ 
V to thy native Ikies repair, 
d rule agaio the ftarry fphcre ; 
ilia comes, with holy rapture fill'd^ 

To eafe the world of care, 
:ilia, inor& than all the Muf^s ikilPd ! 
Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield. 

And at hpr; feet liay down 
His golden harp and laurel crowa. 
The foft entervate lyre is drown*d 
t^ deep organ's more majeflic found, 
peals the fwelling notes afcend the ikies } 
]>etual breath the fwelling notes fupplies^ 
And lading as her namey 
Who form'd the tuneful framen^ 
Th' immortal muiio never dies. 

GRAND C H O R U 8» 

cilia, moi]^ than all thcMufes fkiird, 
Phq^u^ himfelf to her mufl yield|i 

And at her feet l|iy down 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The foft. enervate lyre is drown'd. 

thf d^ organ's more majellic foiuKl. 

peals the filing notes afcend the. ikies ^ 

ipetual breath tfa^TwelUng note^ fuppUc^^^ 
Andlaftiiig as her name. 
Who fonn.'d the tuneful f ran^e, 
Th' iminoital i»ufi« xiever dios* 
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VERSES 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

GRACE LADY GETHI 

Occafioned by reading her Book^ intituled 

RELIQUI^ GETHINIANjE. 

AFTER a painful life in ftudy fpent, 
The leam'd themfelves their ignorance lament j 
And aged men, whoie lives exceed the fpace 
Which feems the bound prefcrib'd to mortal race. 
With hoary heads, their fhort experience grieve. 
As doom'd to die before they 've learn'd to live. 
So hard it is true knowledge to attain. 
So frail is life, and fruitlefs human pain ! 
Whoe'er on this refiefts, and then beholds. 
With ftrift attention, what this book unfolds. 
With admiration ftruck, fhall queftion who 
So very long could live, fo much to know ? 
For fo complete the fini(h*d piece appears, 
That learning feems combined with length of years j 
And both improved by purcft wit, to reach 
At all that ftudy or that time can teach. 
But to what height muft his amazement rife ! 
When, having read the work, he turns his e)'e8 
Again to view the foremoft opening page, *■ 

And there the beauty, fex, and tender age. 
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beholds, in whofe pure mind aro(e 
herial fource from whence this current flows ! 
prodigies appear, our reafon fails, 
.perdition o'er philofophy prevails. 
teavenly minifler we ilrait conclude, 
ngel-mind with female form endued, 
ce a ihort abode on earth, was fent, 
2 no perfeftion can be permanent) 
aving left her bright example here, 
jick recaird, and bid to difappear. 
?r around the throne, eternal hymns 
;s, amid the choir of fcraphims ; 
e refulgent liar informs, and gnides, 
ihe, the bleft intelligence, prefides ; 
'or us to know who here remain ; 
ere as impious to enquire, as vain : 
1 we ought, or can, in this dark ftate, 
cit we have admir'd^ to imitate. 



H 



loBERT Huntingdon, of Stanton Harcourt, 
£fq. and Robert his Son. 

I S peaceful tomb docs now contain 
ather and fon, together laid ; 
living virtues ihall remain, 
:n they, and this^ are quite decay 'd» 
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What man fhould be, to ripenefs grown. 

And finifli*d woith ihould do, or fhun. 
At full was in the father fhown j 

What youth could promife, in the fon. 

But death obdurate, both deftroy'd 

The perfe6l fruit, and opening bud : 
Firft feizM thofe fweets we had enjoy *d. 

Then robb'd us of the coming good. 

TO MR. DRYDEN, 
ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIU?^ 

AS when of old heroic ftory tells 
Of knights imprifon'd long by magic ipellsy 
Till future time the deftin*d hero fend, 4 

By whom the dire enchantment is to end : 
Such feeros this work, and fo referv'd for thee. 
Thou great reveal er of dark poefy. 

Thofe fuUen clouds, which have, for ages paft^ 
0*cr Pcrfius' too-long fuffering Mufe been call, 
Di^erfe, and fly before thy facred pen. 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are feeoj 
Sure Fhcebus' felf thy fwelling breail infpires. 
The god of mufic, and poetic fires : 
Elfe, whence proceeds this great furprize of light ? 
How dawns this day, forth from the womb of niglkY 

Our wonder now does our pail folly fhow,. 
Vainly conteiDniDg what we did not know s 

So, 
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unbelievers impioufly defpife 
facred oracles, in myderies. 
lus, before, in fmall efteem vvas hady 
efs, what to antiquity is paid ; 
like Apocrypha, with fcruple read, 
far our ignorance our faith milled) 
. you, Apollo's darling prieft, thought (it 
place it in the poet's facred writ. 
ls coin, which bears fome awful monarch's facei 
more than its intrinfic worth will pafs ; 
^our bright image, which we here behold, 
is worth to worth, and dignifies the gold, 
you, we all this following treafure owe, 
is Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 
)ld iloick virtue, clad in rugged lines, 
ifli'd by you, in modern brilliant Ihinesi 
d as before, for Perfius, our efteem 
his antiquity was paid, not him : 
now, whatever praife from us is due, 
longs not to old Perfius, but the new. 
r ftill obfcure, to us no light he gives ; 
ad in himfelf, in you alone he lives. 
50 ftubborn flints their inward heat conceal, 
11 art and force th' unwilling {parks reveal j 
t through your Ikill, from thofe fmall feedi of 5iC^' 
ght flames arife, which never can expire. 
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THE ELEVENTH 
S ATI RE OF JUVENAL. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The dcfign of this Satire is to expofe and reprehend ill 
manner of intemperance and debauchery ; but most 
particularly that exorbitant luxury ufed by the Ro- 
mans in their feafling. The Poet draws the occafioi 
from an invitation, which he here makes to his Friend 
to dine with him ; very artfully preparing him with 
what he was to expcft from his treat, by beginnii^ 
the Satire with a particular inve£iive againft the 
vanity and folly of fome perfons, who, having but mean 
fortunes in the world, attempted to live up to the 
height of men of great eftates and quality. He fbtrnt 
us the miferable end of fuch fpendthrifts and gluttonlb 
with the manner and courfes which they to<^ to 
bring themfelves to it j advifing men to live withift 
bounds, and to proportion their inclinations to tbc 
extent of their fortune. He gives his Friend a bill td 
fare oi the entertainment he has provided for himi 
and from thence he takes occaiion to reflet upon dw 
temperance and ' frugality of the greateft men in for- 
mer ages : to which he oppofes the riot and intcm* 
perance of the prcfent ; attributing to the latter a vifi* 
ble remiflhefs in the care of heaven over the RoBMup 
ilate. He pftances fome lewd practices at feafis, and, 
by the bye^ touches the nobility with making via 
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and debauchery confift with their principal plcafarcs. 
He concludes with a repeated invitation to hii Friend ; 
adrifing him (in one partcular fomewhat freely) to a 
negleft of all cares and difquiets for the prefent, and 
a moderate ufe of pleafures for the future. 

Fnoble Atticus make fplendid feafts. 
And with expenfive food indulge his gucfti j 
is wealth and quality fupport the treat : 
or is it luxury in him, but ftate. 
at when poor Rutiius fpends all he 's worthy 
I hopes of fetting one good dinner forth ; 
^s downright madnefs : for what greater jeilsy 
haa begging gluttons, or than beggars' feafts ? 
Bot Rutiius is now notorious grown, 
nd proves the common theme of all the town, 
A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 
ble for arms, and for his country*s good 
rg'd by no power, reftrain'd by no advice. 
It following his own inglorious choice : 
bngft common fencers praftifes the trade, 
latend debafing for which arms were made; 
ms which to man ne'er-dying fame afibrdy 
t lus diigrace is owing to his fword. 
itty there are of the fame wretched kind, 
bom their defpairing creditors may find 
rking in fhambles ; where with borrowed coin 
ey b&y choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine ; 
li, whoie fble blifs is eating ; who can give 
that one brutal reafon why they live* 

F 3 And 
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And yet what's more ridiculous : of thcfe, 
The pooreft wretch is fiill moft hard to pleafe ; 
And he whofe thin tranfparent rags declare 
How much his tatter'd fortune wants repair. 
Would ranfack every element for choice 
Of every fifli and fowl at any price ; 
If, brought from far, it very dear has coft. 
It has a flavour then, which pleafes mod. 
And he devours it with a greater guft. 

In riot thus, while money lafts, he livci. 
And that exhaufted, ftill new pledges gives | 
* Till forced of mere neceffity to eat. 
He comes to pawn his diih to buy his meat. 
Nothing of filver or of gold he (pares, ^ 

Not what his mother^s (acred image bears ; ^.^v 

The broken relic lie with fpccd devours. 
As he would all the reft of 's anceftors. 
If wrought in gold, or if expos'd to falc, 
They 'd pay the price of one luxurious meal. 
Thus certain ruin treads upon his beels. 
The (tings of hunger, foon, and want, he fedif 
And thus is he reduced at length, to ferve 
Fencers, for miferable fcraps, or ftarve. 

Imagine now, you fee a plenteous fcaft : 
The queftion is, at whofc expence 'tis drcft. 
In great Ventidius we the bounty prize ; 
In Rutilus the vanity delpife. 
Strange ignorance ! that the fame man who knowi 
How far yon mount above this mole-hill fhovn. 

Should 
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lot perceive a difi*erence as great, 
fmall incomes and a vaft cftatc ! 
iven to mortals fure that rule was fent, 
ow thyfelf," and by fome god was meant 
ir never-erring pilot here, 
I all the various courfes which we fteer. 
i, though the moft prefumptuous Greek^ 
\ not for Achilles' armour fpeak 5 
arce Ulyfles had a good pretence, 
. th' advantage of his eloquence. 
• attempts weak caufes to fupport, 
) be very fure he *s able for *t j 
miilake ftrong lungs and impudence, 
nony o( words and force of fenfe : 
ly make attempts beyond their (kill ; 
nan's power's the -limit of his will* 
tune has a niggard been to thee, 
hyfelf to thrift, not luxury ; 
ely make that kind of food thy choice, 
:h neceflity confines thy price, 
ly they fear fome miferable end, 
gluttony and want at once attend ; 
arge voracious throats have fwallow'd ^U, 
id and ftock, intereft and principal : 
iy they fear, at length, vile Pollio's fate, . 
Id his very ring to purchafe meat ; 
►ugh a knight, 'mongft common ilaves novvftanda, 
j an alms, with undiftinguilh'd hands* 
Iden death to fuch fhould welcome be, 
im each added year heaps mifery, 
poverty, reproach, and infamy* 

F 4 "ft^^ 
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But there are fteps in villainy, which thefe 
Obftrvc to tread and follow by degrees. 
Money they borrow^, and from all that lend. 
Which, never meaning to reftore, they fpend ; 
But that and their fmall flock of credit gone, 
Left Rome fliould grow too warm, from thence they 
For of late years 'tis no more fcandal grown. 
For debt and roguery to quit the town. 
Than, in the midft of fummer's fcorching heat. 
From crouds, and noife, and bufinefs to retread 
One only grief fuch fugitives can find, 
Refle&ing on the pleafures left behind ; 
The plays and loofe diverfions of the place, 
But not one blufh appears for the difgrace. 
Ne'er was of modefty fo great a dearth, 
That out of countenance Virtue 's fled from earth 
Baffled, expos 'd to ridicule and fcorn. 
She's with Aftrea gone, not to return* 

This day, my Perficus, thou fhalt perceive 
Whether myfelf I keep thofe rules I give. 
Or el(e an unfufpe6ied glutton live ; 
If modente fare and abftinence I prize 
In public, yet in private gormandize. 
Evander^ feaftreviv'd, to-day thou 'It (eei 
That poor Evander, I, and thou (halt be 
Alcides and ^neas both to me. 
Mean time, I fend you now your bill of fare ; 
Be not furpriz*d, that 'tis all homely cheer : 
For nothing from the fhambles I provide. 
But from my own imall farm the tendered kid. 
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And fatteft of my flock, a fuckling yet, 
That ne'er had nourilbment, but from the teat ; 
"No bitter wil low-tops have been its food, 
Scarce grafs j its veins have more of milk than blood. 
Next that, fhall mountain 'fparagus be laid, 
PulPd "by fome plain, but cleanly, country maid. 
The largcft eggs, yet warm within their neft. 
Together with the hens which laid them, dreft ; | 
Clufters of grapes, prefcrvM for half a year, 
Which plump and frefli as on the vines appear; 
Apples of a ripe flavour, fre(h and fair, 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mellow*d by winter, from their cruder juice. 
Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenator : 
When the good Curius thought It no dilgrace, 
With his own hands a few fmall herbs to drefs ; 
And from his little garden culiM a feaft. 
Which fetter'd flaves would now difdain to tafte j 
For fcarce a flave, but has to dinner now. 
The well -drefs*d paps of a fat pregnant fow. 

But heretofore *twas thought a fumptuous treat. 
On birth-days, feftivals, or days of ftate ; 
A lalt, dry flitch of bacon to prepare : 
if they had frefli meat, 'twas delicious fare ! 
Which rarely happen'd : and 'twas highly piriz'd 
If aught was left of what they facrific'd. 
To entertainments of this kind would come 
Tl»e worthieft and the grcateft men in Rome; 

1 Niy, 
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Kay, feldom any at fuch treats was feen. 
But thofe who had at leaft thrice confuls been ; 
Or the di6btor's office had difcharg*d, 
And now from honourable toil enlarged, 
Retir'd to hulband apd manure their land. 
Humbling themfelves to thofe they might comman< 
Then might y* have feen the good old general hafte^ 
Before th* appointed hour, to fuch a fcaft j 
His fpade aloft, as 'twere in triumph held. 
Proud of the conqueftof fome ftubbom field. 
*Twas then, when pious confuls bore the fway. 
And vice, difcourag'd, pale and trembling lay. 
Our Cenfors then were fubjeft to the law, 
Ev*n Power itfelf of Juftice flood in awe. 
It was not then a Roman's anxious thought, 
Where largeft tortoife-fliells were to be bought. 
Where pearls might of the greateft price be had. 
And fliining jewels to adorn his bed, 
That he at vaft expence might loll his head. 
Plain was his couch, and only rich his mind ; 
Contentedly he flept, as cheaply as he din'd. 
The foldier then, in Grecian arts unlkil'd, 
Returning rich with plunder from the field j 
If cups of filver or of gold be brought, 
With jewels fet, and exquifitely wrought. 
To glorious trappings ftraight the plate he tum'd. 
And with the glittering fpoil his horfe adorned j 
Or elfe a helmet for himfelf he made, 
Wheie various warlike figures were inlaid : 
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e Roman wolf fuck ling the twins was there, 
d Mars himfclf, arm'd with his (hield and fpeari 
Bering ahove his crefl, did dreadful fhow» 
threatening death to each refilling foe. 
ufe of filver, but in arms, was known; 
endid they were in war, and there alone, 
fide-boards then with gilded plate were drefs'd^ 
fweating (laves with maffive dilhes prcfs'd ; 
)en(ive riot was not underftood, 
: earthen platters held their homely food. 
10 would., not envy them that age of blifs, 
at lees with ihame the luxury of this ? 
iven unwearied then did bleflings pour, 
d pitying Jove foretold each dangerous hour | 
nkind were then familiar with the god, 
fnuflPd their incenfe with a gracious nod ; 
d would have fiili been bounteous, as of old', 
I we not left him for that idol gold, 
golden ftatues hence the god have driven : 
well he knows, where our devotion 's given. 
J gold we worihip, though we pray to heaven. 
»ods of otur own afforded tables then, 
)ugh none .can pleafe us now but from Japan, 
ite my lord to dine, and let him have 
J niceftdifh his appetite can crave ; 
: let it on an oaken board be fet, 
lordlhip will grow fick, and cannot eat :' 
Qething 's amifs, he knows not whit to think, 
ht your yenifon *s rank, or ointmems fdnk. 

Order 
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Order fome other table to be brought. 

Something, at great expence in India, bought^ 

Beneath whofe orb large yawning panthers lie, 

Carv'd on rich pedeftals of ivory : 

He finds no more of that ofTenfivc fmell, 

The meat recover?, and my lord grows well. 

An ivory table is a certain whet j 

You would not think how heartily he '11 eat, 

As if new vigour to his teeth were fent. 

By fympathy from thofe o* th* elephant. 

But fuch fine feeders are no gucfls for me : 
Riot agrees not with frugality ; 
Then, that unfalhionable man am I, 
With mc they 'd ftarve for want of ivory : 
For not one inch does my wljole houfe afford, 
I^ot in my very tables, or chefs -board j 
Of bone the handles of my knives are made. 
Yet no ill tafte from thence affefts the blade. 
Or what I carve j nor is there ever left 
Any unfavoury haut-goflt from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wholefbme meat 
You '11 find, but ferv'd up in no formal ftatc $ 
No (ewers nor dextrous carvers have I got. 
Such as by ikilful Trypherus are taught : 
In whofe fam'd fchools the various forms appear 
Of filhes, beads, and all the fowls o* th' air ; 
And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars lean 
How to diffe£t, and the nice joints difcem ; 
While all the neighbours are with noife oppreft. 
From the harih carving of his wooden feaft. 
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On me attends a raw unikilful lad, 

On fragments fed, in homely gannents clad. 

At once my carver, and my Ganymede j 

With diligence he '11 fcrve us while we dine. 

And in plain beechen vcflels fill our wine. 

Ko beauteous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought. 

No catamites, by (hamcful pandars taught : 

Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 

Unikill'd in any but their mother-tongue ; 

Alike in feature both, and garb appear, 

With honed faces, though with uncurl'd liair. 

This day thou flialt my rural pages fee. 

For I have dreft them both to wait on thee. 

Of country fwains they both were bom, and one 

My ploughman's is, t* other my fliepherd's fon ; 

A chearful fweetnefs in his looks he has, 

And innocence unartful in his face : 

Though fometimes fadnefs will o*ercaft the Joy, 

And gentle iighs break from the tender boy ; 

His abfence from his mother oft he *ll mourn. 

And with his eyes look wilhes to return ; 

longing to fee his tender kids again. 

And feed his lambs upon the flowery plain ; 

A modeft blufh he wears, not form'd by art, 

free from deceit his face, and full as Aree his heart. 

Such looks, fuch bafhfulnefs, might well adorn 

The cheeks of youths that are more nobly bom ; 

But noblemen thofe humble graces fcom. 

This youth to-day ihall my fmali treat attend. 

And only he with wine ihall fervc my friend. 

With 
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With wine from his own country brought and made 
From the fame vines, beneath whofe fruitful ftiade 
He and his wanton kids have often play*d. 
But you, perhaps, expc£l a modilh feaft, 
"With amorous fongs and wanton dances grac'd f 
When fprightly females, to the middle bare, 
Trip lightly o*er the ground, and frifk in air ; 
Whofe pliant limbs in various poftures move. 
And twine and bound as in the rage of love. 
Such lights the languid nerves to aftion ftir. 
And jaded luft fprings forward with this fpur. 
Virtue would Ihrink to hear this lewdnefs told. 
Which hulbands now do with theirwives behold^ 
A needful help, to make them both approve 
The dry embraces of long wedded love. 
In nuptial cinders this revives the fire, 
And turns their mutual loathing to defire. 
But Ihe, who by her fex's charter muft 
Have double pleafurepaid, feels double luft j 
Apace Ihe warms with an immoderate heat. 
Strongly her bofom heaves, and pulfes beat 5 
With glowing cheeks and trembling lips Ihe lies, 
I With arms expanded, and with naked thighs. 

Sucking in paflion both at ears and eyes. 
But this becomes not me nor my eftare j 
Theic are the vicious follies of the great. 
Let him who does on ivory tables dine, 
Whofe marble floors with drunken fpawlingsihinc| 
Let him lafcivjous fongs and dances have. 
Which, or to fee, or hear, the lewdcft flave, ' 

1 
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le vileft proftitute in all the ftews, 
ith bafiiful indignation would refufe. 
It fortune, there, extenuates the crime ; 
'hat 's vice in roe, is only mirth in him : 
he fruits which murder, cards, or dice afibrdj 
veftal ravifh'd, or a matron whor'd, 
je laudable diverfions in a lord. 
But my poor entertainment is dcfign'd 
^afford you pleafurcs of another kind : 
etwith your tafte your hearing (hall be fed, 
nd Homer*s facrcd lines and VirgiPs read j 
ither of whom does all mankind excel, 
hough which exceeds the other none can tell, 
matters not vrbh what ill tone they 're fung, 
.Tfe fo fublimely good no voice can wrong. 
Now then be all thy weighty cares away, 
hy jealouiies and fears j and, while you may, 
peace and foft repofe give all the day. 
om thoughts of debt, or any worldly ill, 
' free ; be all uneafy paffion ftill. 
'hat though thy wife do with the morning light 
Vhen thou in vain haft toil'd and drudg'd all nigkt) 
eal from thy bed and houfe* abroad to roam, 
nd, having quenched her flame, come breathlefs homci 
tck'd in her face, and with diforderM hair, 
ergarments ruffled, and her bofom bare ; 
/ith cars ftill tingling, and her eyes on fire, 
lalf drown'd in fin, ftill burning in defire : 
J^lft you are forc'd to wink, and fecm conterift 
dwelling with paffion, which you dare not vent; 
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Nay, if you would be free from night-alanns, 1 

You muft feem fond, and doating on her charms^ I 
Take her (the laft of nvcnty) to your arms. J 

Let this, and every other anxious thought* 
At th* entrance of my threfhold be forgot ; 
All thy domeftic griefs at home be left. 
The wife's adultery, with the fervants* theft ; 
And (the moft racking thought which can intrude) 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude. 
Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin, 
While Megalenfian ihows are in the Circus feen : 
There (to the bane of horfes) in highftate 
The Praetor fits on a triumphal feat ; 
Vainly with enfigns and with robes adom*d. 
As if with conqueft from the wars rcturn'd. 
This day all Rome, (if I may be allowed. 
Without offence to fuch a numerous crowd. 
To fay all Rome) will in the Circus fweatj 
Echos already do their fliouts repeat : 
Methinks I hear the cry — " Away, away, 
** The green have won the honour of the day.** 
Oh, Ihould thefe fports be but one year forbom^ 
Rome would in tears her lov'd diverlion mourn j 
For that would now a caufe of forrow yield, 
C'ttat as the lofs of Cannae fatal field. 
Such fhows as thefe were not for us defign'd, 
But vigorous youth to a61ive fports inclin'd* 
On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe. 
While round our heads refreihing ointment flows; 
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hir aged limbs we *I1 balk in Phoebus* ra3r69 
\nd live this day devoted to our eafe. 
iarly to-day we *11 to the bath repair, 
Nor need we now the common cenfurc fear : 
On feftivals it is allowed no crime 
To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 
But that continued, would a loathing give. 
Nor could you thus a woek together live : 
For frequent ufe would the delight exclude : 
Pleaiure 's a toil when conllantiy purfued. 

PRO L OGUS 

T O 

Q^UEEN MARY, 

Upon her Majefty's coming to fee the Old Batch^ 
LOR, after having feen the Double-D£als&. 

T>Y this repeated a£l of grace, we fee 

^ Wit is again the care of Ma jelly ; 

And while thus honoured our proud fbge appean^ 

We &em to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus flourifh'd wit in our forefathers* age. 

And diu6 the Roman and Athenian (lage. 

Whofe wit is beft, we'll not prefume to tell ; 
But this we know, our audience will cxccll : 
for never was in Rome, nor Athens, fcen 
Sofaira-cirdc, and fo bright a Queen. 

G l/onz 
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Long has the Mufes' land been overcstft. 
And many rough ^nd donny winters paft i 
Hid from the world, and thrown in ihades of nighty 
Of heat depnv'd, and almoft void of light : 
While Wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold, 
Has ftruggled ftrongly with the killing cold t 
So does it flilL through oppofition grow, 
As if its root was warmer kept by fnow : 
But when (hot forth, then draws the danger 
On every fide the gathering winds appear. 
And blafts deftroy that fruit, which frofts would fpere, 
Bat now, new vigour and new life it knows, , 
And warmth that from this royal prefence flows. 

O would fhe Ihine with rays more frequent here ! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then* Kkc the fun, with pleallire fhe might view 
The fmiling earth, cloath'd by her beams anew. 
O'er all the meads, Ihould various flowers be ieea 
Mix'd with the laurel's never-fading green. 
The new creation of a gracious Queen. 
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P I L O G U E 

At the Oji^ning of the 

N-S THEATRE, IN THE HAY-MARKET, 

ITH AN ITALIAN PASTORAL. 

latever future fate our houfe may find. 
At prefent we expe6l you (hould be kinii ; 
ancy hfclf can claim no right, 
enjoyment and the wedding-night, 
uft be fix*d a little ere you range, 
uJd'Be true till you have time to change. 
Cy at lead'; one night is fure too foon : 
pretend not to a honey-moon, 
elty we know you can b^ tiue, 
lat, alas ! or who, is always new ? 
day, without prefumption, we pretend 
ovelty entire you 're entertained 5 
alone our houic and fcenes are new, 
ig and dance, biit ev*n our a6lors too. 
yitfelf has fomethirig in*t Uncommon, 
ithful lovers, and one conllant woman, 
t Italian drains our Shepherds (ing, 
nlefs loves our painty forefts ring, 
8, perhaps, lefs foreign than the thing, 
nd and (how at firft we make pretence, 
: we may regale you with fbme fenfe, 
t, at prcftnt, were too^great expcnce* 

G a Wc 
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We only fear the beaux may think it hard^ 
To be to-night from fmutty jefts debarr'd : 
But", in good -breeding, fure they "ll once excul^ 
Ev'n modefty, when in a ftranger-mufc. 
The day 's at hand when we fhall ihift tlie fcenei 
And to yourfelves (hew your dear felvcs again : 
Paint the reverie of what you 've feen to-day. 
And in bold fbrokes the vicious town diipiay, 

P R O L O G U 

T O 

PYRRHUS KING OF EPIRU! 

OUR age has much improy'd the \\ arrior's art ; 
For fighting, now, is thought the weakeft part 
And a good head, more ufeful than a heart. 
This way of war does our example yield ; 
That ftage will win, which longeft keeps the fiel 
We mean not battle, when we bid defiance 5 
But ftarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamped are by each other view'd { 
And thoie which firft are hungry, are fubdued. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifion : 
They conquer, who cut oflF the foes' provifion. 
I^et fools with knocks and bruifes keep a pother. 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other 5 
But, hold : will not the politician^ tell us, 
Tiiat both guc coadud and our fore%ht fail us 1 



PROLOGUE. 1$ 

ife recruits, and draw new forces down ; 

y in the dead vacation of the tmvn, 

uftcr up our rhymes, without our rcafooy 

forage for ajn. audience out of feafbn > 

uthor's fears muft this falfe ftcp cxcufc 5 

:he firft flight of a juft-feather*d Mufe r 

iccafion ta'en, when critics are away; 

wits and beaux, thofe ravenous birds of prey, 

heaven be prais'd, far hence they vent their wrath^ 

ing, in mild lampoon, th* intriguing Bath. 

does our author his firft flight commence 5 

, againft friends at firft, with foils we fence : 

prudent Gimcrack try'd if he were able 

he'd wet foot) to fvv'im upon a table* 

len fpare the youth ; or, if you'll damn the play, 

t him but firft have his, then take your day. 

P I L O G U E 

T O 

3ROONOKO. 

U fee we try all fliapes, and fhifts and arts. 
To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts, 
weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together, 
nun and funfliine mix*d, in April weather. 
: different taftes divide our poet's cares : 
foot the fock, t' other the bulkin wear& : 

G 5 Thw» 



S#^ CdNGRflVE'S PGEMS. 
Thus while he ftrives to pkaie, he's forc*d to do % 
Like Volfcius, hip-hop, in a fingle boot. 
Criricksy he knows, for this may damn his books : 
But he makes feafts for friends, and not for cooks. 
Though errant-knights of lafe no favour find, 
Sure you will be to ladies-errant kind. 
To follow faqiCf knights -errant make profiedton : 
A^'^e dam&ls fly, to fave our reputation : 
S^-lhey, their valour fhow ; we, our difcretion. 
To lands of monflers and fierce beafb they go : 
We to thofe iflands where rich hu (bands grow : 
Though they 're no monfter§, we may make them fo. 
If they 're of Englifh growth, they '11 bear *t ^ 

patience : 
But lave us from a fpoufe of Oroonoko's nations ! 
Then blefs your ftars, you happy London wives. 
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindnefs, 
Who thought her hufband kill'd her out of kindnef 
Death with a hufband ne'er had (hewn fuch charms^ 
Had (he once died within a lover's arms. 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding : 
Poor foul ! (he wanted fome of our town-breeding 
Forgive this Indian's fondnefs of her fpoufe ; 
Their law no chriftian liberty allows : 
Alas ! they make a confcience of their vows ! 
If virtue in a heathen be a fault ; 
Then damn the heathen fchool where (he was taughl 
She might have learn *d to cuckold, jilt, and (ham, 
H^ Qovent-G^den been in Surinam. 

PR 
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TO THE 

SBAND HIS OWN C U C K O L p. 
OMEDY,WilITTEN BY MR. J.DRYDEN, JUN, 

HIS year has been remarkable two ways, 
For blooming poets, and for blafted plays * 

ve been by much appearing plenty mock'd, 

nce both tantalized and over-flock'd. ' 

authors too, by their fucce(s of late, 

ti to think third-days are out of date. 

t can the caufe be, that our plays won't keep 

fs they have a rot fbme years like Iheep ? 

)ur parts, we confefs, wc 're quite aiham'd; 

ead fuch weekly bills of poets damn'd. 
parifh knows 'tis but a mournful cafe - 

n chriftcnings-fall, and funerals increafc. 

s *tis, and thus 'twill be when we are dead, 

e will be writers which will ne'er be read, 
will you be fuch' wits, and write fuch things f 

*re willing to be wafps, but want the flings. 

ot your fpleen provoke you to that height, 

ifc you don't know what you do, firs, ^hen yott 
write. 

'11 find thatPegafus has tricks, when try'd, 

igh you make nothing on *t, but up and ride ; 

w a&d all, I'faitb, now get albride. 

G 4 Con- 
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Contriving charaflers, and fcenes, and plots. 
Is grown as common now, as knitting knots r 
With the fame eafe, and negligence of thought. 
The charming play is writ, and fringe is wroughr* 
Though this be frightful, yet we*re more afraid, 
When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade r 
Thus far 'tis well enough, if here 'twould ftop, 
"But fhould they write, we muft e'en (hut up ihop. 
How ihall we make this mode of writing fink ? 
A mode, faid I ? 'tis a difeafe, I think, * 
A flubborn tetter that 's not cur'd with ink. 
For ftill it fpreads, 'till each th' infe6Vion takes, 
j^nd feizes ten, for one tliat it forfakes. 
Our play to-day is fprung from none of thefe; 
Jiox ihotild you damn it, though it does not pleafci 
Since bom without the bounds of your four feas. 
For if you grant no favour as 'tis new, 
Yet as a ftranger, there is fomething due : 
From Rome (to try its fate) this play was fent ; 
Start not at Rome ! for there *s no popery meant? 
Though there the poet may his dwelling chufe, 
JTet ftill he knows his country claims his MuTe. 
Hither an oflfcring his firft-born he fends, 
Whofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may be ihown, 1 
As due to greater merit than his own. 
And begs the fire may for the fon atone. 
There 's his laft refuge, if the play don't take, 
Yet fparc young Dryden for his father's fakcr 
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T O 

VERY GOOD WIFE, 

A COMEDY, BY POWELL. 

SPOKEN BY MR. HAINES, 

J* ERE 's a young fellox^ here — an ador— Powell— 

"*■ One whole perlbn, perhaps, you all may know well j 

bd he has writ a play— this very play 

/hich you are all come here to fee, to-day ; 

bd fo, it being an ufual thing, to (peak 

amething or other, for the author's fake, 

efore the play (in hopes to make it take) 

'm come, being his friend and fellow-player, 

To fay what (if you pleafe) you *rc like to hear. 

Irft know, that favour which I'd fain have fhown, 

aik not for, in his name, but my own ; 

or, without vanity, I 'm better known. 

lean time then, let me beg you would forbear 

our cat-calls, and the inftruments of war. 

For mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall. 

Before your roaring gods deflroy us all ? 

*U fpcak with words fweet as diftilling honey, 

^ith words-— as if I meant to borrow money ; 

Fair, 
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Fair, gentle firs, raoft foft alluring beaux, 
Tbink 'tis a lady, that for pity fues. . 
Bright ladies— but to gain the ladies grace, 
I think I need no more than fliew my face. 
Next then, you authors, be not you fevere 5 
Why, what a fwarm of fcribbiers have we here ? 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, feven, eight, nine 
Air in one row, and brothers of the pen« 
All would be poets ; well, your favour's due 
To this day's author, for he *s one of you. 
Among the few which are of noted fame, 
I *m fafe ; for I myfelf am one of them. 
You 've feen me fmoak at Will's among the wits j 
I'm witty too, as they are — that 's by fits. 
Now, you, our city friends, who hither come 
By three o*clock, to make fure elbow-room : 
While fpoufe, tuckt-up, does in her pattens trudge 
With handkerchief of prog, like trull with budge 
And here, by turns, you eat plumb-cake and judge i 
Pray be you kind, let me your grace importune. 
Or elfe— egad, I *11 tell you all your fortune. 
Well now, I have but one thing more to iay> 
And that 's in reference to our third day j 
An odd requeft— may be you '11 think it fo ; 
Pray come, whether you like the play or no : 
And if you 'll ftay^ we ihall be glad to fee you. 
If not — leave your half-crowns, and peace be wi* ; 

PI 



Prologue 

To the Court on the 
QUEEN'S BIRTH-DAY, 1704. 

'T'H E happy Mufe, to this high fcene prefeml^ 
•'• Hereafter Ihall in loftier ftrains be heard : 

And, fearing to tranfcend her ufual theme. 

Shall fing of virtue and heroic fame. 

^0 longer ihall ihe toil upon the ftage, 

-And fruitlefs war with vice and folly wage ; 

^0 more in mean difguife fhe ftall appear, 

-And Ihapes flie would reform be forced to wear t 

XVhile ignorance and malice join to blame, 

-And break the mirror that refle6b therr ihame. 

■ftenceforth he fhall purfue a nobler talk, 

Shew her bright virgin face, and fcorn the Satyr's maflc. 

^appy her future days ! which are defign'd 

-Alone to paint the beauties of the mind. 

^y juft originals to draw with care, 

-And copy from the court a faultlefs fair : 

Such labouft with fuccefs her hopes may crown, 

-And (hame to manners an incorrigible town. 

While this defign her eager thoughts purfues, 
Such various virtues all around fhe views. 

She knows not where to fix, or which to chufe, 
"Yet, ftill ambitious of the daring flighty 

One only awes her with fuperior light. 

From 
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From that attempt the confcious Mule retires, ^ 

Nor to inimitable worth afpires : 

But fecretly applauds, and iilently admires« j 

Hence (he refle6ts upon the genial ray 
That firft enlivened this aufpicious day : 
On that bright itar, to whofe indulgent power 
We owe the blcflings of the prelent hour. 
Concurring omens of propitious fate j 

BorCy with one facred birth, an equal date ; 
Whence we derive whatever wc poifefs, 
By foreign conqueft, or domeftic peace. 

Then, Britain, then thy dawn of blifs begun : 
Then broke the mom that lightcd-up this fun I 
Then was it doom'd whofe councils ihould fuccced ; 
And by whofe arm the chriflian world be freed j 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield. 
And then the battle won at Blenheim's glorious £cl^» 
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THE 

TEARS 

O F 

AMARYLLIS FOR A M Y N T A S. 
A PASTORAL, 

Lamenting the Death of the 
LATE LORD MARQUIS OF BLANDFORD. 

Dfcribed to the Right Hon. the Lord Go dolphin. 
Lord High-Trcafurer of England. 

'* Quails populei moerens Philomela fub umbrft 
" Amiflbs queritur foetus — 

" ■ mifcrabile Carmen 

'* Integrat, & mcellis late loca qucftibus implet.** 

ViRG. Geor. 4* 

T* WAS at the time, when new-returning light 
■*• With welcome rays begins to cheat the light ; 
^hcn grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay, 
nd warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 
'hen woolly flocks their bleating cries renew, 
nd from their fleecy fides firft ftiake the filver dew. 
'Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly feir, 
'ounded with grief, and wild with her delpair, 

foxiook 
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Forfook her myrtle bower and rofy bed, 

To tell the winds her woes, ancj mourn Amyntas dead. 

Who had a heart Co hard, that heard her cries 

And did not weep ? who fach relcntlcfs eyes ? 

Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 

And dumb diftrefs and new compaflion (how | 

As taught by her to tafte of human woe. 

Nfttufe hierfelf attentive frience kept. 

And motion fcem'd fufpended while flie wept 5 

The rifing fun reftrain*d his fiery courfe. 

And rapid rivers iiften'd at their fource ; 

Ev'n Echo fear'd to catch the flying found. 

Left repetition fliouid her accents drbwn j 

The very morning-wind with-held his breeze, 

Nbr fann'd with fragrant wings the nbifelefs trees j 

As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead. 

And in the grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 

No noife, no whifpering figh, no murmuring groan, . 

Prefum'd to mingle with a mother*s moan j 

Her cries alone her anguifh could exprefs, 

All other mourning would have made it lefs. 

*■* Hear me," (he cried, " ye nymphs and fylvan godS| 
*' Inhabitants of rfiefe oncc-lov'd abodes ; 
** Hear my diftrefs, and lend a pitying ear, 
*' Hear my complaint— you would not hejw my prayer }• 
** The lofs which you prevented not, deplore, 
*< And mourn with me Amyntas now no more. 

** Have I not caufe, ye cruel powers, to mourn ? 
** Lives there like me another wretch forlorn ; 

4. «Tefl^ 
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Tell me, thou fun that round the world doft lhine| . 

Haft thou beheld another lofs like mine ? 

Ye winds, who on your wings fad accents bear. 

And catch the founds of forrow and defpair. 

Tell me if e'er your tender pinions bore 

Such weight of woe, fuch deadly fighs, before ? 

Tell me, thou earth, on whofe wide-fpreading bafe 

The wretched load is laid of human race, 

Doft thou not feel thyfelf with mc oppreft ? 

Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft ? 

When hoary winter on thy ihrinking head 

His icy, cold, deprefling hand has laid. 

Haft thou not felt lefs chillnefs in thy veins ? 

Do I not pierce thee with more freezing pains ? 

But why to thee do I relate my woe, 

Thou cruel earth, my moft rcmorfelefs foe. 

Within whofe darkfome womb the grave is made^ 

Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 

What is 't to me, though on thy naked head 

Eternal winter ihould his horror ihed. 

Though all thy nerves are numb'd with endlefs froft^ 

And all thy hopes of future ipring were loft? 

To me what comfort can the fpring aftbrd ? 

Can my Amyntas be with ipring reftor*d ? 

Can all the rains that fall from weeping fkies^ 

Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies > 

No, never ! never .'—Say then, rigid earth. 

What is to me thy everlafting dearth ? 

Though never flower again its head fhould rear. 

Though never tree ajgala fhould bloflbm bear, 

"Though 
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** Though never grafs fhould cloath the naked g 
** Nor ever healing plant or wholfome herb be fo 
<* None, none were found when I bewail'd their 
** Nor wholfome herb was found, nor healing ph 
** To eafe Amyntas of his cruel pains, 
'^' In vain I fearch'd the valleys, hills and plains 
•* But withered leaves alone appeared to view, 
« Or poifonous weeds diftilling deadly dew. 
** And if fame naked ftalk, not quite decay'd, 
** To yield a frelh and friendly bud eflay'd, 
** Soon as I reach*d to crop the tender fhoot, 
** A fhrieking mandrake kill'd it at the root. 
** Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every wood, 
<* Who at the prodigy aftonifli'd ftood. 
<* Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 
** What Ihowers of unavailing tears ye flied ; 
** How each ran fearful to his moITy cave, 
** When the laft gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 
"*' For then the air was fill'd with dreadful cries, 
** And fudden night o'erfpread the darkened Ikii 
*' Phantoms, and fiends, and wandering fires ap; 
** And fcreams of ill-prefaging birds were heard. 
*< The foreft fhook, and flinty rocks were cleft, 
** And frighted ftrcams their wonted channels Icf 
*' With frantic grief overflowing fruitful ground, 
** Where many a herd and harmlefs fwain was dro 
** While I forlorn and defolate was left, 
** Of every help, of every hope bereft j 
** To every element exposed I lay, 
•* And to my griefs a more defeiicelefs prey. 
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For thee, Amyntas, all thefib pains were borne. 
For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs were torn I 
For thee mylbul to figh ihall never leave,. 
Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to heav^. 
To mourn thy fall, I 'U fly the hated light. 
And hide my head in fhades of endlefs night « 
For thou wert light, and life, and health to me 1 
The fun but tha^kltfs ihines that (hews not thee. 

Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young 2( 

The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue ? 

Did ever branch fo fweet a blolfom bear ? 

Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 

Did ever youth fo far his years tranlcend ? 

Did ever life fo immaturely end ? 

For thee the tuneful f\yains provided lays. 

And every Mufe prepar'd thy future {Miiiie. 

For thee the bufy nymph ftrijpp'd every grove* 

And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove. 

But now, ah difmal change ! the tuneful throng 

To loud lamentings turn the chcarful fong. 

Their plcajing talk the weeping virgins leave. 

And with unfiniih'd garlands flre\v thy grave. 

There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 
* There grieving grow to earth, defpair, and die.** 

This faid, her loud complaint of force fhe ceas*^^ 
Lxcefs of grief her faultering (peech fupprefs'd, 
Mong the ground her colder limbs flie laid, 
VVhere late the grave was for Amyntas made; 
Then from her (wimming eyes began to pour 
Of fQftly-falling rain a filver Ihower j 
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Her loofely-flowing hair, all radiant bright, 
0*cr-(pread the dewy grafs like ftreams of light s 
As if the fun had of his beams been fliom. 
And caft to earth the glories he had worn. 
A fight fo lovely fad, fuch deep diftrefs, 
Ko tongue can tell, no pencil can exprcfs. 

And now the winds, which had (b long been Ml, 
Began the fwelling air with fighs to fill : 
The water-nymphs, who motionlefs remain'dy 
Like images of ice, while <he compIainM, 
Kow loosed their ibreams ; as when dcfcending raina 
. Roll the fteep torrents headlong o'er the plains. 
The prone creation, who fo long had gaz'd. 
Charmed with her cries, and at her griefs amai'd. 
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell, 
Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 
Nothing but groans and fighs were heard around^ 
And Echo multiplied each mournful found. 

When all at once an univerfal paufe 
Of grief was made, as from fome fecret caufe. 
The balmy air with fragrant fccnts was fiU'd,. 
As if each weeping tree had gums diftiU'd. 
Such, if not fweeter, was the rich perfume 
Which fwift afcended from Amyntas' tomb : 
As if th* Arabian bird her neft had fir'd. 
And on the fpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late was naked fecn. 
Was fudd«n fpread with lively-fpringing green i 
And Amarillis faw, with wondering eyes, 
A flowery bed^ wliere ihe h^d wept^ arife i 

Thick 
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'hick as the pearly drops the fair had fhed, 
'he blowing buds advanced their purple head ; 
rem every tear that fell, a violet grew, 
bd thence their fweetnefs came, and thence their 
mournful hue. 
Remember this, ye nymphs and gentle maidsj 
Whtn fblitude ye feek in gloomy fliades ; 
)r walk on banks where filent waters flow, 
?or there this lonely flower will love to grow, 
rhink on Amyntas, oft as ye fhall (loop 
To crop the ftalks and take them foftly up. 
'Vhen in your fnowy necks their fwects you wear, 
?ive a foft figh, and drop a tender tear : 
^0 lov*d Amyntas pay the tribute due, 
Ud blcfs his peaceful grave, where firft they grew. 

TO CYNTHIA, 
KEEPING, AND NOT SPEAKING. 

ELEGY. 

lyTHY are thofe hours, which Heaven Jn pity lent 
^ To longing love, in fruitlefs forrow fpcnt ? 
hy Cghs my fair ? why does that bofom move 
ith any paflion ftirr*d, but rifing love ? 
n Difcontent find place within that breaft, 
I whofe foft pillows ev'n Defpair might reft ? 

H 1 Divide 
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Divide thy woes, and give me my fad part. 

I am no ftranger to an aching heart ; 

Too well I know the force of inward grief. 

And well can bear it to give you relief: 

All Love's fevereft pangs I can endure ; 

I can bear pain, though hopelcfs of a cure. 

I know what 'tis to weep, and figh^ and pray. 

To wake all night, yet dread the bi caking day; 

I know what 'tis to wifh, and hope, and all in vaiAf 

And meet, for humble Lbve, unkind Difdain ; 

Anger and Hate I have been forc'd to bear, 

Nay, Jealoufy — and I have felt Defpair. 

Thefe pains for you I have been forc*d to prove. 

For cruel you, when I began to love. 

Till warm Compaflion took at length my part. 

And melted to my wifli your yielding heart. 

O the dear hour, in which you did refign ! 

When round my neck your willing arms did mine. 

And, in a kifs, you faid your heart was mine. 

Through each returning year may that hour be 

Diflinguifh'd in the rounds of all eternity ; 

Gay be the fun that hour in all his light, 

Let him colleft the day to be more bright. 

Shine all that hour, and let the reft be night. 

And ihall I all this heaven of blifs receive 

From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve ! 

Shall I, who nourifh'd in my breaft deiire. 

When your cold fcom and frowns forbid the fire 

Now when a mutual flame you have reveal'd. 

And tiie dear union of our fouU is fcal'd^ 
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"When all my joys complete in you I find. 
Shall I not fhare the (brrows of your mind ? 
O tell me, tell me all — whence does arife 
This flood of tears ? whence arc theie frequent fighs 
"Why does that lovely head, like a fair 'flo^ver 
Opprefs'd witili drops of a hard-falling ihower» 
Bend with its weight of grief, and feem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifs the root of woe ? 
Lean on my breaft, and let me fold thee fad, 
lock'd in thefe armsj think all thy forrows paft } 
Or what remain think lighter made by me ; 
So 1 ihould think, were I fo held by thee. 
Murmur thy plaints, and gently wound my cars ; 
Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears j 
Join to my cheek thy cold and dewy face. 
And let pale grief to glowing love give place- 

fpeak — for woe in filehce moft appears j 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

h riierc a caufe, which words can not exprefs ! 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it lefs ? 

1 know not what to think — am I in fault ? 

I have not, to my knowledge, err*d in thought, 
Norwander'd from my love ; nor would I be 
Lord of the world, to live deprivM of thee. 
You weep afreih, and at that word you ftart ! 
Am I to be depriv*d then ? — muft we part ? 
Curfeon that word fo ready to be fpoke. 
For through my lips, unmeant by me, it broke. 
Oh no, we muft not, will not, can not part. 
And my tongue talks, unprompted by my heart. 

H3 Yc^ 
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Yet fpeak, for my diflraftion grows apace, 
A^d racking fears and refllefs doubts increafe s 
And fears and doubts to jealoufy will turn. 
The hoiteil hell, in which a heart can burn. 

A M O R E T. 

■ I. 

TT A IR Amoret is gone aftray 5 ^ 

'*' Purfueandfeek her, evefylpyerj 
,1 '11 tell the figns, by which yo\} may 

The wandering Ibepherdefs difcover, 
IL 
Coquet and coy at once her air, . 

Both ftudy*d, though both feem neglefled ; 
Carelefs ihe is with artful care. 

Affecting to feem unaffefted. 

III. 

With Ikill her eyes dart every glance. 

Yet change fo foon you *d ne'er fufpedl them ; 
For fhe 'd perfuade they wound by chance. 

Though certain aim and art dire£l thenu 
IV. 
She likes herfelf, yet others hates 

For that which in herfelf fhe prizes ; 
And, while fhe laughs at them, forgets 

She is the tilling that ihe de/piies. 
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L E S B I A. 

[EN Lelbia firft I faw fo heavenly fair, 
Vith eyes fo bright, and with that awful air. 
It my heart, which durfi fo high afjpire, 
. as his who fhatch'd cceleftial fire. 
(i as e^er the beauteous idiot (poke, 
om her coral lips fucK folly broke, 
Im the trickling nonfenfe heaPd my wound,, 
lat her eyes enthralled her tongue unbound* 

DORIS. 

. IS, a nymph of riper age, ' 

las every grace and art, ' 

Dbferver to engage, 

3und a hcedlcfs heart. '■* 

re blufh, and rofy dye, ■ • 

: has her cheek bereft j ^ ^ . • 

makes the prudent ^ymph fuppl]^ 

I paint th' injurious theft. 

kling eyes ihe dill retains, 
teeth in good repair; 
r well-fumilh'd front difdains 
race with borrow'd hair. ; 

fhe is nor fhort, nor tall, 
does to fat incline 
c, than what the French would call 
ble Embonpoint. 

H 4 Farther, 
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Farther, her perfon to dirclofe 

I leave— let it fuffice^ 
She has few faults, but what (he knows^ 

And can with (kill difgutfe/ 
She many lovers has refus'd. 

With many more compIy.*d ; 
Which, like her cloaths, when little us'd^ 

She always lays afide. 
She's one, who looks with, great contempt 

On each affefted creature, 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt 

From appetites of nature. 

She thinks they want or health or fenfe. 

Who want an inclination ; 
And therefore never takes offence 

At him who pleads his paifion* 
Whom ihe refufes, (be treats ftill 

With fo much fweet behaviour. 
That her refusal, through her fltlll. 

Looks almoil like a favour. 

Since ihe this foftnefs can exprefs 

To thcfe whom fhe reje£^s. 
She mull be very fond, you *11 guefs. 

Of fuch whom ihe aiTe^b : 
But here our Doris far outgoes. 

All that her fex have done i 
She no regard for cuftom knows^ 

Which reafon bids her ihim* 
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ij reafbn her own rcafon 's meanty 

Or, if yog pleafc, her will : 
•or, when this laft is difcont^nt, 

The firft is fery'd but ill. 
Peculiar therefore is her way ; 

Whether by Kature tavrght, 
[ ihall not undertake to fky. 

Or by Experience bought. 
Bat who'o*er night obtained her grace. 

She can next day difown, 
And dare upon the ftrange man's face. 

As one ihe ne*er had known. 
h well (he can the truth jdifguifey 

Such artful wonder frame, 
rhe lover or diftrufts his eyes. 

Or thinks 'twas all a dream. 

)ome cenfure this as lewd and \otfy 

Who are to bounty blind 2 
''or to forget what we bellow 

fieipeaks a noble mind. , 
)oris our thanks nor afks, nor needis £ 

For all her favours done 
^rom her love flows, as light proceed* 

Spontaneous from the fun. 
)& one or other fiill her fire^ 

Difplay their genial force ; 
And fhc, like Sol, alone retires. 

To Ihine eliewhere of courie* 

3 TO 
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TO SLEEP. 
ELEGY. 

O Sleep ! thou flatterer of happy mindsy 
How foon a troubled bread thy £al(ehood Bndit I . 
Thou common fricndy officious in diy aid» 
Where no diftrefs is fliown, nor want betray'd : 
But oh, how fwift, how fure thou art to fliun 
The wretch, by fortune or by love undone ! 
Where are thy gentle dews, thy fofter powers. 
Which us'd to wait upon my midnight hours ? 
Why doft thou ceafe thy hovering wings to fpread, 
With friendly (hade around my rcftlefs bed ? 
Can no complainings thy compaffion move > 
Is thy antipathy fo ftrong to love ! 
O no ! thou art the profperous lover's friend. 
And doft uncalPd his pleafing toils attend. 
With equal kindnefs, and with rival charms. 
Thy {lumbers lull him in hif fair-one's arms ; 
Or from her bofom he to thine retires, 
Where footh'd with eafc the panting youth refpires^ 
Till foft repofe refbore his drooping fenfe. 
And Rapture is relieved by Indolence. 
But oh, what fortune does the lover bear. 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Defpair ! 
From racking thoughts by no kind {lumber freed. 
But painful nights his joylds days fuccced. . 

But 
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', dull god, do I of thee complain ? 
dd not caufe, nor canft thou eafe my pain, 
what my diftra6Hng grief has faid j 
anjuftly I thy floth upbraid. 
; have thy profferM aid repelPd, 
relu6Unt eyes from reft with-held ; 

1 the Mufe to break thy gentle ciiains, 
ig with Philomel my nightly ftrains. 

r I fing, but ceafe not with her fbng, 

2 enduring woes my days prolong, 
ming lark to mine accords his note, 
les to my diftrefs his warbling throat r 
ting and each riGng fun I mourn, 

; alike his abfence and return. 

for thee— what had I well-nigh faid ? 

lot name thee, thou too-charming maid | 

the wing*d muficians of the grove, 

:iates of my melody and love, 

Qg found alone relate their pain, 

: with voice* articulate complain;* 

my Mufe my tuneful fbrrows fing, 

B in air her name from whom they fpring, 

\o wakeful Noughts her mind moleft, 

ler ilumbers, and fincere her reft : 

O Sleep, thy balmy fweets prepare; 
ce I lofe for her; to her transfer, 
as the falling dews, whofe noifelefs fhowcrs 
the folded leaves of evening flowers, 

her brow : and as thofe dews attend, 
m'd by waking day to re-afcend, 

So 
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Zo wait thou for her morn ; then, gently rife. 
And to die world rsllore the day-break of her eyn 

TO SIR GODFREY KNELL] 

OCCASIONED BY L Y '• PICTU 

T Yield, O Khcller, to fuperior ikill, 
'*• Thy pencil triun]|>hs o*er the Poet's -quill : 
If yet my vanquifh'd Muie exert her lays. 
It is no morp to rival tihee» but praife. 

Oft have 1 try'd, with unavailing care^ 
To trace Ibme hnage of the much-lov'd fair; 
But ftill my numbers ineffe£hial prov'd. 
And rather fhew'd how raqch, than whom, I Iov'< 
But thy unerring hands, with matchlefs art. 
Have (hewn my eyes th* impreflion in my heart ( 
The bright idea both exifts and lives, 
^uch vital heat xhf genial pencil gives : 
Whofe daring point, not to the face confiaM, 
Can penetrate the heart and paint the mind* 
Others fome faint refemblance may exprefs. 
Which, as 'tis drawn by chance, w£ find by guefs^ 
Thy pifhires raife no doubts ; when brought to vie 
At once they 're known, and feem to know us too. 
Tranfcendent aitift ! how compleat thy (kill ! 
Thy power to aft is equal to thy wilL 
Kature and art in thee alike contend^ 
Kot to oppofe each other, but befriend s 
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yt what thy fancy has with fire de(ign*d, 
by thy ikill both temper'd and refin'd. 
kS in thy pi6h2res light confents with ih^de^ 
Lnd each to other is fubfervient made ; 
ttdgement and genius fo concur in thee, 
bl both unite in perfe£): harmony. 
But aFter-days» my friend, muft do thee right, 
\nd fet thy virtues in unehvyM light, 
•ame due to vail defert is kept in (lore, 
/npay*d, till the deferver is no more. 
Tet thou, in prefent, the heft part haft gain'd, 
bd from the chofen few applauie obtain'd : 
Wn he who beil could judge, and heft could praiiei 
las high extolled thee in his deathlefs lays | 
^'n Dryden has immortalized thy name ; 
^that alone AifHce thee, think that fame. 
Jnfit I follow where he led the way, 
Vnd court applaufe by what I ieem to pay* 
tfyfelf I praife, while I thy praife intend, 
•or 'tis fome virtue, virtue to commend ; 
bd next to deeds which our own honour raife, 
I to difUnguilh them who merit praife. 

TO A CANDLE. 
ELEGY. 

PHOU watchful taper, by whofe filcnt light 
^ I lonely pafs the melancholy night 5 
bou faithful witnefs of my fecret pain, 
) whom akme I venture to complain j 

Olcam 
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O learn with me, my hopelcfs love to moan 5 
Commifcrate a life fo like thy own. 
Like thine, my flames to my deftru6Uon turn, 
Wafting that heart by which fupply'd they bum 
Like thine, my joy and fuflfering they di^lay ; 
At once are figns of life, and fymptoms of deca; 
And as thy fearful flames the day decline^ 
And only during night prefume to ihine 1 
Their humble rays not daring to afpire 
Before the fun >. the fountain of their fire r 
So mine, with confcious fhame, and equal awe. 
To (hades obfcurc and folitudc withdraw j ' 
Nor dare their light before her eyes difclofe. 
From whofe bright beams their being firft arofe. 



o\ 
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V I D'S THIRD BOOK 

OF THE 

ART OF LOVE. 

lANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE, 
WHEREIN 

J recommends the Rules and Inftrudions to the 
Fair Sex, in the Condu6l of their Amours: 
Alter having already compofed Two Books for 
ht Ufe of Men upon the fame Subjefl. 

^HE men are arm*d, and for the fight prepare ; 
And now we mud inftru^ and arm the fair, 
di fexesy well appointed, take the field, 
d mi^ty Love determine which fliall yield. 
a were ignoble, when thus arm'd, to fbow 
equal force againft a naked foe : 
glory from fuch conqueft can be gain'd, 
d odds are always by the brave difdain'd. 
Jut fome exclaim, •* What frenzy rules your mind? 
^ould you increaie the craft of woman -kind ! 
Teach them new wiles and arts ! As well you may 
!nftru6t a ihaketo bite, or wolf to prey." 
, fure, too hard a cenfure they purfuc, 
10 chaise on all the failings of a few* 

Banu&inc 
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Examine firft impartially each fair, 

Then, as (he merits^ or condemn, or fpare. 

If Menelaus, and the king of men, 

With juftice of their lifter-wives complain ; 

If falfe Eriphyle forfook her faith. 

And for reward procured her hulband's death { 

Penelope was loyal ftill, and chafte, 

Though twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd. 

Reffeft how Laodama's truth was try*d. 

Who, though in bloom of youth, and beauty's p 

To fhare her hufbalid's fate, untimely dy'd. 

Think how Alcefte's piety was prov*d,. 

Who loft her life to fave the man flie lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, Avadne cry*d ; 

Nor Death itfelf our nuptials (hall divide : 

To join thy afhes, pleas 'd I fhall expire ; 

She faid, and leapM amid the funeral fire. 

Vinue herfelf a goddefs we confefs. 

Both female in her name and in her drcfs j 

No wonder then, if to her fex inclin'd. 

She cultivates with care a female mind. 

But thefe exalted fouls exceed the reach 

Of that foft art which I pretend to teach. 

My tender bark requires a gentle gale, 

A little wind will fill a little fail. 

Of fportive Loves I fing, and fliew what way$ 

The willing nymjih muft ufe her blifs to raife^ 

And how to captivate the man fhe*d pleafe. 

Woman is fbft, and of a tender heart, 

Apt to receive^ and to retain^ love's darts 



} 
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Man has a breaft robuft, and more fecure, 
h wounds him not fo deep, nor hits fo lure. 
Men oft are falfe ; and, if you llarch with care, 
You '11 find Icfs fraud imputed to the fair. 
The faithlcfejafon' from Medea fled. 
And made Creufa partner of his bed. 
Bright Ariadne, on an unknown fhore. 
Thy abfence, pcrjur'd Thefeus, did deplore. 

If then, the wild inhabitants of air 

Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear. 

It wag not owing, Thcfeus, to thy care. 

Enquire the caufc, and let Demophoon tell, 

Why Phyllis by a fate untimely fell. 

Nine times,, in vain, upon tlie promised day. 

She fought th' appointed ihorc, and view'd the fca • 

Her fall the fading trees confent to mourn, 

•And Ihed their leaves round her lamented urn. 
The prince fo far for piety renown*d. 

To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 

Jo thee forlorn and languilhing with grief. 

His fvvord alone he left, thy laft relief. 

Yc ruin'd nymphs, (hall I the caufe impart 

Of all your woes ? *Twas want of needful artr 

Love of itfelf, too quickly will expire ; 

Jut powerful Art perpetuates dtfirc. 

Vomcn had yet their ignorance bewail'd, 

fad not this art by Venus been revcal'd. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs Ihone, 

ad thus fhc faid j ** What have poor women done ? 

I ♦* Wkl 
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Falfe though they prove, what lofs can you fufiain ? 
Thence let a thoufand take, 'twill all remain. 
Though conftant ufe ev'n flint and ftcel impairs. 
What you employ no diminution fears. 
Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny? 
Or who f^ dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
Still woii^ lofe, you cry, if men obtain ; " 

'What do they lofe, that 's worthy to retain 9 
ThinTc not this faid to proftitute the fex. 
But undccfcivc whgm ueedlefs fears perplex. 
Thus far a gentle breeze fupplics our fail, 
Kow launch'd to fea, we alk a brifker gn^c. 
.And, firft, \\'eta»atof drefs. Thewell-drefs'i'Vjke 
J'roduces plumpcft grapes, and richeft wine j 
And plenteous -crops of golden grain are found. 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. 
Beauty 's tlie gift of gods, the fex*s pride ! 
Yet to how many is that gift dcny'd ? 
Art helps a face; a face, though heavenly fair. 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In aiy^icnt days if women flighted drefs, 
Then men were ruder too, and likM it Icfs. 
If Hcftors fpaufe was clad in ftubborn ftuff, 
A foldier's wife became it well enough. 
Ajax, to fliield his ample breaft, provides 
Seven lufty bulls, and tans their fturdy hides ; 
And might not he d'ye think, be well carefs*^ 
And yet his wife not elegantly drefs'd ? 
With rude fmiplicity Rome firft was built, 
\Vhich now we iict adom'd, asd carv'd, and gilt. 

3 Thif 
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:apitol with that of old compare j 

other Jove, you'd think, was worihtp'd there* 

lofty pile, where fenates di^te law, 

I Tatius rciu:n'd, was poorly tl^atch'd wid^ibnw^ 

A'hcre Apollo's fane refulgent llandsj 

heretofore a track of padurc-Iands. 

icient manners oflier men delight ; 

ic the modem pleafe, as more polite. 

lat materials now in gold fin: wrought, 

iiftant fliorcs for orient pearls are fought; 

)r, that hills cxhauft their marble veins, 

tru6^urcs nfe whole bulk the lea rcitiains i 

hat the world is civil iz*d of late, 

toliili'd from the ruft of former date. 

t the nymph with pendants lQ:id her ear^ 

embroidery, or brocade, appear; 
ch a drcfs may fomctimes check defire; 
leanlincfs more animates love's fire, 
air difpos'd, may gain or loie agrac^,, 
luch become, or milbccomc the face. 
fuits your features, of your glafs enquire; 

one rule is fix'd for head-attire. 
'too long fhould part and flat the hair, 
ipward comb'd, the length too much appear:. 
»damia drcfs'd. A face too round 

fhow the cars, and with a tower be Crown* d« 
»er Ihouldcr, one, her locks difplays ; 
'd like Phoibijs, when he fmgs his lays : 
IF, all her trelTes tics behind ; 
i'd, Diana huatj the fearful hind. 

I 3 DiflicTct*' 
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Diihevei'd locks moft graceful are to fbme } 
Others, the binding fillets more become : 
Some plait, like fpiral ihells, their braided hair, 
Oth^, the loo(e and waving curJ prefer. 
But to recount the fcveral dreffes worn. 
Which artfully each feveral face adorn. 
Were endlefs, as to tell the leaves on trees. 
The beafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees. 
Many there arc, who feem to flight all care. 
And with a pleafing negligence enfnare; 
Whofe mornings oft in fuch a drefs arc fjpent, 
And all is art that l6oks like accidents 
With fuch diforder lole was grac'd, 
When great Aicides firft the nymph embraced. 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus* bed. 
When with the conqueror from Crete fhe fled. 

Nature, indulgent to the fex, repays 
The lofles they fuftain, .by various ways. 
Men ill fupply thofe hairs they fhed in age. 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks difguife. 
And Art gives colour which with Nature vies. 
The well -wove towers they wear, their own are thou| 
But only are their own, as what they 'vc bought. 
Nor need they bluih to buy heads ready drefsM, 
And chufe, at public fltops, what fuits tliem beft. 

Coftly apparel let the fair-one fly, 
Enrich'd with gold, or with the Tyrian dye. 
What folly mufi: in fuch expence appear. 
When more becoming colours arc lefs dear } 

6 ( 
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with a dye is ting*d of lovely blue ; 
IS, through airierene, the fky we view, 
yellow luftre fee another iprcad, 
the golden-fleece compos'dthe thread. 
f of the {ea-grccn wave the cafl difplay } 
this the nymphs their beauteous forms array } 
fome the.fafiron hue will well adorn 1 
is the mantle of the bluihing mom. 
yrtle-berriesy one, tlie tin6iure ihowt f 
:s, of amethyfts, the purple grows, 
that, more imitates the paler rofe. 
"hracian cranes forget, whofe filvery plumes 
patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 
Imond, nor the chefnut dye difclalm ; 
thcrs, wliich from wax derive their name. 
Ids you find, with various flowers o'crfpread^ 
I vineyards bud, and winter's froft is fled j 
ious are the colours you may try, 
ich, the thirfty wool imbibes the dye, 
very one ': what beft become* you, wear; 
) complexion all alike can bear, 
the fltin, black may become it beft, 
ck the lovely fairBrifeis drefs'd: 
wn the nymph, let her be cloath'd in white, 
>mcda fo charm 'd the wondering light. 
;ed not warn you of too-powerful fmells, 
I, fomctimes health, or kindly heat, expels. 
*rom your tender legs to pluck witli care 
ifual growth of all unfeemly hair. 

I 4 ThoujJ^ 
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Though nor to nymphs of Caifcafus I fiiig. 
Nor fuch who tafte remote the Myfian fpring ; 
Yet, let me warn you, that, through no negle£l: 
You let your teeth difclofe the leall defc5l. 
You know the ufe of white to make you fair. 
And how, with .red, loft colour to repair; 
Imperfe£^ eye-brows you by art can mend, 
And (kin, w^hen wanting, o'er a fear extend. 
>Jor need the fair-one be afliam'd, who tries. 
By ait, to add new luih-e to her eyes. 

A little book I *ve made, but w-ith great can 
Hb\v TO prelcrve the face, and how repair. 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'c 
May fee, what pains to plcafc them I 've employ 
But, ftill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep concealed the medicines you apply : 
Though art affifts, yet muft that art be hid, 
.Left, whom it would invite, it fhould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to fee a face 
A If daub'd, and dripping with the melted greaf) 
And though your unguents bear th* Athenian n; 
The wool's unfavoury fcent is ftill the fame. 
MaiTow of flags, nor your pomatums try, 
^'or clean your furry teeth, when men are by ; 
For many things, when done, afford delight. 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the light. 
JEv*n Myro's ftatues, which for art furpafs 
All others, once were but a fhapelcfs mafs ; 
Kude was that gold which now in rings is worn. 
As once the robe you wear was wool unihorn. 



I 
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Think, how thatftone rough in the quarry grew. 
Which, now, a pcifcft Venus fhews to view. 
While wc rupj^ofc )ou deep, repair your face, 
Ixck'd from oblcn'crs, in fomc iccrtt place. 
Aud tlie lall hand, before yourfclvcs you fhow ; 
Your need of art, vhy fhould your lovers know? 
For many things, when moft conceal'd, ai-c befti 
And few, of ftricl cnquir)', bear the tcft. 
Thofe figures which in theatres arc fcen. 
Gilded without, are common wood within. 
But no fpectators arc allow'd to pry. 
Till all is finilh'd, which allures tliecve. 

Yet, I mull own, it oft affords delight. 
To have the fair-one comb her hair in fight | 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her fhouldcr fprcad. 
But let her look, that fhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while fhe 's fo employed j 
Let her not ftill undo, with peevilh hafte, 
All that her woman docs ; who does her bcft, 
I hate a vixen, that her maid affails. 
And fcratches with her bodkin, or her nails ; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muft mouij^^ 
And her heart curies, what her hands adorn. 

Let her who has no hair, or has but fomc. 
Plant centinels before her drefling- room : 
Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs. 
Where all the male-kind are deb^rrM accefs. . 

'Tis faid, that I (but *tis a tale dcvis*d) 
A lady at her toilet once furpriz'd j 
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Who ftarting, fnatcli*d in halle the tower fhewore^ 
And, in a hurry, plac'd the hinder part befoiv. 
But OQ our foes fall every fuch difgrace. 
Or barbarous beauties of the Partliian race. 
Ungraceful 'tis uo fee without a horn 
The lofty hart, whom branches bcft adorn j 
A leaflefs tafle, or an unverdant mead j 
And as ungraceful is a hairlefs head. 

But think not, theie inilru£lions are defign'd 
For firft-rate beauties of the finifh'd kind : 
Not to a Scmcle, or Lcda bright, 
Nor an Europa, thefe my rules I write; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whoTe chaims 
Stirr'd up Atirides, and all Greece, to arms : 
Thee to regain, well was that war begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won ; 
What lover, or what hufband, would not fight 
In fuch a -caufc, where both are in the right ? 

The crowd I teach, fbme homely, and fome fair. 
But of the former fort, the larger fhare. 
The handfomc, leall require the help of ait, 
Rich in themfelves, and pleas'd with Nature^s paxt. 
When calm the fca, at eafc the pilot lies. 
But all his Ikill exerts when ftonns arifc. 

Faults in yourpcrfon, or your face, corre6l: 
And few are Hen that liave not fome dcfcft. 
The nymph too Ihort, her feat fliould fcldom quit, 
Lefl, when (he (lands, fne may be thought to ikf 
And when extended on her couch fhe lies. 
Let length of pouicoats conceal licr (iie. 

The 
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rhe lean, of thick-wrought (luff her cloaths fhould chufc^ 
\nd fuller made, than what the plumper uic. 
If pale, let her the crimfon juice apply ; 
If fwarthy, to the Pharian varnifh fly. 
A leg too lank, tight garters ftill muft wear ; 
Nor fhould an ill-(hap'd foot be ever bare. 
Round ihouldcrs, bolftcr'd, will appear the leaft j 
And lacing Urait, confines too full a brcafl. 
Whofe fingers are tsoo fat, and nails too coarfe. 
Should always fhun much gefture in difcourfe. 
And you, whofe breath is touch'd, this caution take^ 
Mor fafdng, nor too near another fpeak. 
Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 
Whofe teeth are black, uneven, orunfbund. 

You hardly think how much on this depends. 

And how a laugh, or f})oils a face, or mends, 
^ape not too wide, lefl you difclofe yo«r gums, 

-And lofc the dimple which the cheek becomes. 

^V let your (ides too fhong concuffions fliake, 

3Left you the fbftnefs of the fex forfake, 

In fome, diflorttons quite the face difguife ; 

Another laughs, that you would think fhe cries. 

In one, toa hoarfe a voice we hear bctray'd. 

Another's is as harfh as if fhe bray'd. 
What cannot art attain ! Many, with eafe. 

Have leam'd to weep, both when and how they pleafc. 

Others through affe&tion, lifp, and find, 

in imperfe6Hoil, charms to catch mankind. 

^glcdl: no means which may promote your ends ; 

Kow learn what way of walking recommends. 

Too 
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Too mafculinc a motion Ihocks die fight ; 
But female grace allures with ftraagc delight. 
One has an artful fwing and jut behind. 
Which helps her coats to catch the fwclling wind 
Swell'd with the wanton wind, they loofely Eow, 
And every flop and graceful motion (how. 
Another, like an Umbrian's fturdy fpoule. 
Strides all the fpace her petticoat allows. 
Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuft; 
Nor (hew too nice a gait, nor too robuft. 
If fnowy white your neck,- you ftill fhould wear 
That, and the fhouldcr of the left arm, bare. , 
Such fights ne'er fail to fire my amorous bearcat 
And make me pant to kifs the naked part. 
Syrens, though monfters of the ftormy main. 
Can (hips, when under fail, withfongs, detain: 
Scarce could Ulyfles by his friends be bound. 
When firft he liftcn'd to the charming found. 
Singing infinuates : learn, all ye maids ; 
Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perfuadcs. 
Whether on theatres loud drains we hear. 
Or in Ruelle fome foft Egyptian air. 
Well (hall (he fing, of whom I make my choice. 
And with her lute accompany her voice. 
The rocks were flirr'd, the beads to liften ftay'd. 
When on his lyre melodious Orpheus play*d j 
Ev*n Cerberus and Hell that found obey'd. 
And ftones officious were, thy walls to raife, 
O Thebes, attrafted by Amphion's lays. 
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*n>e dolphjn, dumb itlclf, thy voice admir'd. 

And was Arion, by thy fongs infpir'd. 

Of fwcet Callimachus the works rehearfe, 

And read Philetas and Anacreon's vcrfe. 

Terentian plays may much the mind improve j 

But foftuft Sappho beft inftru6h to love. 

^ropcrtius, Gallus, and Tibullus read. 

And let Varronian verfe to thcfefucceed. 

Then mighty Marc's work with care penile ; 

Ofallthe Latin bards thenobleft Mufe. 

F.v'n I, 'tis poinble, in after-days, 

^fey 'fcape oblivion, and be nam'd with thefe. 

My laboured lines fome readers may approve, 

Since I *ve inftra£^ed either fcx in love. 

Whatever book you read of this foft art. 

Read v»ith a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 
Tender epiftles too by me are fram'd, 

A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd. 

Such was your facred will, O tuneful Nine ! 

Such thine, Apollo! and, Lyaeus, thine! 

Still unaccomplilh'd may the maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That a£iive dancing may to love engage, 
U'itncfs the well-kept dancers of the ftage. 

Of fome old trifles I 'm aiham'd to tell. 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle well| 
To raffle prettily, or flur a dye, 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is 't amifs at chefs to be expert, 
For garnet moil thoughtful, fometimCT, mod divert. 
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Learn every game, you 'II find it prove of ufe y 

Parties begun at play, may love produce. 

But eafier *tis to learn how bets to lay. 

Than how to keep your temper while you play. 

Unguarded then, each bread is open laid. 

And while the head *8 intent, the heart's betray'd. 

Then, bafe defirc of gain, then, rage appears. 

Quarrels and brawls arife, and anxious fears ; 

Then clamours and revilings reach the iky. 

While lofing gamefters all the gods defy. 

Then horrid oaths are utter*d every caft ; 

They grieve, and curfe, and (lorm, nay, weep at 1 

Good Jove, avert fuch (hameful faults as tl>€(e, 

From every nymph whofe heart 's inclin'd to pleafi 

Soft recreations fit the female kind ; 

Nature, for men, has rougher fports defign'd : 

To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed fpcar ; 

To flop, or turn the fteed in full career. 

Though martial fields ill fuit your tender framcSj 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber's rapid ftreams ; 
Yet when Sol's burning wheels from Leo drive. 
And at the glowing Virgin's fign arrive, 
'Tis both allow'd and fit you Ihould repair 
T'o pleafant walks, and breathe refrefliing air. 
To Pompey's gardens, or the fhady groves 
Which Csefar honours, and which Phoebus loves : 
Phoebus, who funkthe preud Egyptian fleet, 
And made Augullus' vittory compleat. 
Or (eek thofe Ihades, where monuments of fame 
Are rais'd, to Liyia'sax;yd 0£)ayia*s name ; 
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icre Agrippa firft adorn*d the ground ^ 

he with naval vi£tory was crown'd, 

s' fane, to theatres rcfort ; 

a the Circus fee the noble fport. 

7 public place, by turns, be fliown ; 

1 you 're fair, while you remain unknown, 

I you, in finging, Thamyras tianfcend ; 

iroice unheard, who could your ikill commend I 

ot Apelles drawn the fea-bom Queen, 

auties ftill, beneath the waves had been. 

:s, infpir'd, write only for a name, 

link their labours well rcpay'd with fame, 

aerdays, I «wn, the Poets were 

s and kings the moft peculiar care ; 

ic awe was in the name allowed, 

ley, with rich poflelfions, were endow'd. 

J with honours was by Scipio grac'd, 

icxt his own, the Poet's ftatue plac'd, 

tw their ivy cro^vns bear no efteem, 

II their learning 's thought an idle dream, 
lere 's a pleafure, that proceeds from praife r 
could the high renown of Homer raife, 
It he fung his Iliad's deathlefs lays ? 
) could have been of Danae's charms afTur'd, 
z grown old, within her tower immur'd ? 

IS a rule, let every nymph purfue ; 
tis her intereft oft to come in view, 
angry wolf at all the herd will run, 
es^ through many, to make fure of ofte* 

8», 
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So, let the fair the gazing crowd affail. 
That o\-er one, at Icaft, Ihe may prevail. 
In every place to pi cafe, be all her thought ; 
Where, fomctimcs, leaft we think, the fifli is cai 
Sometimes, all day, we burn the tedious foil ; 
• ^Anon, the ftag himfelf fhall feck the toil. 
How could Andromeda once doubt relief, 
Whofe charms are heightened and adorn*d by gri 
The widowM fair, who fees her lord expire, 
While yet flie weeps, may kindle new defire, 
•And H}Tnen's torch re-light with funeral fire. 
Beware of men who are too fj^rucdy drefs'd • 
And look, you fly with fpeed a fop profcfs'd. 
Such tools, to you, and to a thoufand more, 
"Will tell the fame dull ftory o'er and o'er. 
This way and that, unfteadily they rove. 
And, never fix'd, arc fugitives in love. 

■Such fluttering things all women fure flsould hat< 

Xight as themfclves, and more effeminate. 

Believe me ! all I fay is for your good ; 

Had Piiam been belicv'd, Troy ftill had flood. 
Many, with bale defigns, will paflion feign. 

Who know no love, but fordid love of gain. 

But let no powdcr'd heads, nor eflcnc'd hair. 

Your well-believing, eafy hearts enfnare. 

Rich cloaths are oft by common fharpers woriij 

And diamond rings felonious hands adorn. 

So, may your lover burn with fierce defire 
,yourjc>vcls to enjoy, and bell attire. 
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Cloe robb'dy runs crying through the ftreets : 

as ihe runs, " Give me my own," repeats. 

often/ Venus, haft thou heard fuch cries, 

laugh'd amidft thy Appian votaries f 

fo notorious are, their very name 

every nymph whom they frequent, defame. 

arn'd by ills, which others have deftroy'd, 

foithlefs men vfith conftant care avoid. 

not a Theieus, fair Athenian maid, 

has fo oft th' attefting gods betray'd. 

thou, Demophoon, heir to Theieus' crimes^ 

loft thy credit to all future times. 

Hnife for\>romife equally afford, 

ince a conttadb made, keep well your word. 

ihe for any a£^ of hell is fit, 
undifmay'd, may facrilege commit, 
impious hands could quench the veibd firei 

n her huiband, in her arms, for hire, 

, firft, to take a lover's gift complies, 

then de^uds him, and his claim denies. 

t hold, my Muie, check thy unruly borie, 

more in iight puriue th' intended couHe* 

love-cpiftks, tender lines impart, 

billet-^oux are fent, to found your hearty 

11 iiich letters, by a faithful maid, 

infident, be fecretly convey'd. 
from the words you '11 judge, if read with carCi 

n feign'd a paiHon is, and when ilncere* 

m return you write, ibme time require 5 

yS| if not tDo long, increaie deiire : 

K. Nof 
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Kor let the preffing 3'outh with j;afc obtain. 
Nor yet refud: him with too rude difdain. 
Kow, let his hopes, now, let his fc^.rs incrcafe, 
1?ut by degrees Jet fear to hope give place. 

Be fure avoid fetphrafes, when you write. 
The ufual way of fpcech is more polite. 
Kow have J Icen the puzzled lover vex*d, 
To read a letter with hard words pcrplex'd,! 
A ^^ile too coarfe takes from a handibme face. 
And makes us willi an uglier in its place. 

But fmce (though Chaftity be nut your care) • 
You from vourhuibaudllill would hide th' affair. 
Write to no ftTangcr, till his truth be tiy'd j 
Nor in a fcoiilh m'-lTcnger confide. 
What agonies that woman undergoes, 
"Whofe hand thefraitor threatens to expofc ; 
Who, rafhly trufting^ dreads to be deccivM, 
And lives for ever to that dread enflavM I , 
Such treachery Can never be furpafs'd. 
For thofe difcoveries, fure as lightning, blaft. 
Might I advife, fraud (hould with fraud be paid | 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 

But iince your letters may be brought to light. 
What if in fevcral hands you learn *d to write ? 
My curfe on him who firft the fcx betray 'd^ 
And this advice fo necqffary made. 
Nor let your pocket-book two hands contain^ 
IFirft, rub your lover's out, then write again. 
iStill one contrivance more remains behind^ ■ : ^ 
Wiucli you may mSs as. a coftv^jiueiit )>U|kA|. •.. 



Ai 



O V I t> I M I T A T ft D lit 

to women tNTit, your letters framc» 
ct vow friend to you (libfcribe a female name« 
V , greater things to fell, my Mufc prepare, 
lap on all the fail the bark can bear. 
I rude paffons in your looks find place ; 
ry will deform the fineft face : 
.Is the lips, and blackens all the veins, 
in the eye a Gorgron horror rcigps, 
en on her flute divine Minerva 'play *d| 
a a fountain faw the change it made, 
ig her check ; (he flung it quick aiide f 
is thy mufick fo much worth,** (he cryVl. 
in your glafe, when you with anger glow, 
ou 11 confefs, you fcarce yourfllvcs '^an know*. 
ith cxceffive pride infult the fight^ 
ntle looks, tilcite, to- love invite. 
e it as a truth that 's daily try*d, 
*s nothing more dcteftable than prid^ 
lave I feen Ibme airs difguft create, 
lings which by antipathy we hate ! 
Dks with looks, and fmiles with fmiles be 
v'hcn your lover bows, inclfne your head^ 
>ve preluding, plays at firfl with hearts^ 
fter wounds with deeper-piercing darts^ 
e a melancholy mi ftrefs charms j 
ITecmeflawecp in Ajax' arms, 
turning beauties, fullen heroes move; 
hearfulmen, like gaiety in love, 
^or in Andromache delight, 
io hcwailinglfr<fyi Valtes £rihe niglit^ ' 

H.;, Had 
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Had they not both borne children (to be plain) 
I ne*er could think they 'd with their hufbands 1 
I nd idea in my mind can frame. 
That either one or t' other doleful dame. 
Could toy, could fondle, or could call their Iqt 
** My life, my foul j" or fpeak endearing words 

Why, from comparifons fhould I refrain. 
Or, fear fmall things by greater to explain ? 
Obferve what condu^ prudent generals ufe. 
And how their fever^i officers they chufe; 
To one, a charge of infantry commit. 
Another, for the horfe, is thought more fit. 
So you your feveral lovers fhould fele£b. 
And, as you Rn^^fiem qualify'd, dire£^« 
The wealthy lover '&bre of gold fhould fend ; 
The lawyer fhould, in courts, your caufe defent 
We, who write verfe, with verfe alone fhould bi 
Mofl apt to loye is all the tuneful tribe. 
By us, your fame fhall through the world be bla 
So Nemefis, fo Cynthia's name was rais'd. 
From eafl to weft, Lycoris* praifes ring; 
Kor are Corinna's filent, whom we fing. 
Ko fraud the poet's &cred breafl can bear ; 
Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere : 
Kor wealth he feeks, nor feels ambition's fires. 
But fhuns the bar ; and books and fhades requi 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love. 
With eafe we fix, but we with pain remove ; 
Our fofter fludie^^vith our fouls combine. 
And; both; to tendcmefs our hearts incline* 
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Be gentle, viirgins, to the Poet's prayer, 
The God that fills him, and the Mufe revere i 
Something divine is in us, and from heaven 
Th'infpiring fpirit can alone be given. 
•Tis fin, a price from Poets to exa6t i 
But 'tis a fin no woman fears to a£b. 
l^etMide, howe'ar, your avarice from fight, 
Left you too foon your new admirer fright. 

As ikilful riders, rein, with different force, 
A Dew-back*d courfer, and a well-train*d horie i 
Do you, by different management, engage 
The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of Love are yet unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone : 
Vlth kind careffes oft indulge the boy, 
And all the harveft of his heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus blcfs'd, of rivals mpft beware ; 
Nor Love nor Empire can a rival bear. 
Men more difcreetly love, when more mature. 
And many things, which youth difdains, endure; 
No windows break, nor houfes fet on f "^ ' * 



Nor tear their own, or miftrefs's attire. "" 
In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 
But, men in years, more calmly wrongs refent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 
iTiey flbwly bum, but long retain their heat. 
Wore bright is youthful fiame, but fooner dies | 
Then, fwifcty feize the joy that fwiftly flies. 
Thus all betraying to the'beauteous foe, 
?o^v, furely to enflave ourfel^^es, we (how. 

K3 T3 
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To^ft a ti-aitor, you *11 no fcruplc make, ■ ■ / 

WJKJ.i's a traitor only for your fake. • 

Wlio yields too ibon, will foon her lover loftB ^ 
V/ould you retain him long, then, long refuife. . . V 
Oft, ut your door, make him for entrance wait, 
Thcrt let him lie, and thrc^tten and intreat* 
V/li^n cloy'd with Tweets, bitters the tafte reRbi£| - 
Shipr, by fair ^vinds, are fometimes run aihore- ' • 
Ke:ice fpririgs the coldncfs of a manyM life, • 
The huiUmd, when he plcafcs, has his wife, « 

Bar but your gate, and let your Porter cry 
"•* Here 's no admittance, Sirj I muft deny :*' 
Tlie very huiband, ib rspuls'd, will find 
A growing inclination to be kind. t 

Tims far, with foils you 've fought ; thofe laid afide» 1 

J now, ibarp weapons for the fex provide ; J 

Kor doubt, ajgainft myfelf, to fee them try'd. •* 

When firft a lover you deHgn to charm, 
Beware, left jealoufics his foul alarm \, 
Make him believe, with all the fldll you can^ ■ 
That he, and only he 's tlie happy man. 
iVnor, by due degrees, fmall doubts create. 
And let him fear fome rival's better fate. 
Such little aits make love it;i vigour hold. 
Which clfe would languilh, and too (bon grow old. 
Then, drains the courfer to outftrip the wind. 
When onp before him runs, and one he heare behiniL 
Love, when cxtin^, fufpicions may revive; 
X<Avn} when mice's fccure, 'tis fcarce ali^x. 

Yet. 
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e precautioo to this rule bdoogs t 
at roofl fufpc^b, not prove our ivroogt* 
vatBf your lover to incite the Tnore, 
I your hufbaod's fpics befet the door : 
h free as Thais, fiillafi*ecl a fright I * 

ning danger heightens the delight, 
the youth in through your window (letl» 
b hq. might enter at the door as well ; 
metiniea let your maid furprize pretend^ 
g you in feme hole to hide yoor fnend* * « 
tand anon difpel his fear, > . ^' 

c him tafte of bappinefs finccre ; - ' ' 

aitc di&earfen'd with too mudi fatigac^ • 
lid grow weary of the dull intrigue. » ' 

[ forget to tell how you may try 
evade the hufband, and the fpy. '^ 

wives ihould of their hufbands ftaid in awe} •'- ' . 
with juftice, modefty, and law r '.I 

at a miftrefs may be lawful prtte, ' •-'• 

it her keeper, I am fure, denies j U 

h fair nymplis thcfe precepts are deiign^d, ' ' 

ne'er can f%il, join'd with a willing iqind. 
1 fiuck with Argu«* eyes your keeper were,' * > 
I by me, you Ihall elude his care. 
Q you to waih or bathe retire from (ightj 
^bferve what letters then you write f 
. his caution againll fuch provide, v -• . 

in her breaft, yoiuF confident may hide^ •« V 

the note beneath her garter ^ew, . . , : ;j 

I which} moreconceaPd, isiHh«rih0Cl - - 
K 4 Yet, 
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Yet, thelb perceived, you may her back undrefi^ 
And, writing on her (kin, your mind expreft. 
New milky or pointed fpires of flax, whni grecap 
' Will ink fupply, and letters mark uniccn. 
Fair will the paper fhew, nor can be read. 
Till all the writing 't with warm allies Ipreid. 

Acrifms was, with all his care, betiayvl | 
And in his tower of brais, a grandfire made* 

Can fpies avail, when you to plays refort. 
Or in the- Circus view the noble fport i 
Or, can you be to Ifis' fane purfued. 
Or Cybelc's, whofe rites ail men exclude ? 
Though watchful fervants to the bagnio come. 
They 're ne'er admitted to the bathing-room. 
Or, friu^Comc fudden ficknefs you pretend, 
JVIay you not take to your fick-bed a friend ? 
Falfe keys a private paffage may procure. 
If not, there are more ways befides the door. 
Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follower treat] 
When drunk, you may with eafc his care ddeat : 
Or, to prevent too-fudden a furprize. 
Prepare a ileeping-draughtto feal his eyes ; 
Or let your maid, ftiU longer time to gain. 
An inclination for his perfon feign ; 
With faii^t refinance let her drill him on. 
And, after competent delays, be won. 

But what need ail thefe various doubtful wiles. 
Since gold the gieateft vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods widi gifts are pleas'd ; 
£v'n angry Jove with ofiexings is appeas'd. 

W 
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iVith pitients, fbols and wife alike arc caughr, 
yive but enough, the hufband may be bought* 
tut \ctt me warn you, when you bribe a fpy, 
rhat you for ever his connivance buy ; 
'ay him his price at once, for withfuch men 
fou '11 know no end of giving now and then. 
Once, I remember, I with caufe compiain'd^ 
)f jcabufy occafion'd by a friend. 
lelieve me, appreheniions of that kind, 
^re not alone to our falfe fex confinM. 
Tniftnot, too far, your fhe-companibn's truth, 
^ ihe fometimes ihould intercept the youth c 
rhe very confident that lends the bed, 
hj entertain your lover in your (lead, 
Jor keep a fervant with too fair a face, 
or fuch I *ve known fupply her lady*s place. 
But whither do I run with heediefs rage, 
'caching the foe unequal war to wage ? 
>id ever bird the fowler's net prepare ? 
/aseverfiound inftru6led by the hare ?* 
ut, all ielf-ends and intereft iet apart, 
*11 faithfully proceed to teach my art. 
efencelefs and unarm'd expofe my life, 
od for the Lemnian ladies whet the knife* 
Perpetual fondnefs of your lover feign, 
or will you find it hard, belief to gain ; 
all 6f himfelf he your defign will aid : 
b what we wi(h, 'tis eafy to perfuade. 
^ith dying eyes his face and form furvey, 
hea figh, and wonder he ib long could hij : 

No\v 
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Now drop a tear your ibrrows to afTuBge, 
Aeon reproach him, and pretend to rage. 
{Such proofs as thcfe will ell difinifl ]^emove»i 
And make him pity your exceffive love. 
Scarce to him ft If will lie forbear to cry, 
•* How can I let this poor fond creature die ?'• 
But chiefly, one, iuch fond behaviour fires. 
Who courr< his frhCst and his o«'n charms admim. 
Proud of the homage to his merit done, . . ' 

He '11 think a ^oddiefs might with eafe be won. ' 

Light wrongs, be fure, you ftill withmildnc&fariD^ 
!Nor ftrait fly out, when you a rival fear. 
Let not your paifion o'er your fenfe prevail, 
>Jor credit lightly every idle tale. 
Let PiDcris' fate a fad example be 
Of what efic^s attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymettus Hiowf. 
And'flowering hills, a facrcd fountain flows i 
With foft and verdant turf the foil is fpread. 
And fweetly-fmelling fhrubs the ground o'erftadc. 
There rofcmary and bay iheir odours join. 
And with the fragrant myrtle's fcent combine. 
There tamariiks with thick-leav'd box are found. 
And cytilTus and garden-pines abound. 
While through the boughs foft winds of Zephyr paft. 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grafs» 
Hither would Cephalitt retreat to reft, 
When tir'd with huntbg, or with heat oppreft t 
And thus to Air the panting youth would pray, 
'* Come, gentle Aura, come, this heat aUay.*' 

But 
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)!ne tale-bearing too officious friend»- . . 
ance o'er-heard him as he thus complained j , 
with the.oevv8to Procris <piick icpair'd, 
ting word for word what (he had heard* 
as the name of Aura reached her ears, 
jcaloufyfiirpriz'd, and fainting fears^ 
)fy colour fled her lovely face, 
agonies^ like death, fupply*d the placet 
le appeared as aie tlie falling leaves,, 
I firft the vine the winter's blaft receiver 
en'd quinces,! fuch the yellow. Hue, 
hen unripe,, we cornel-berries view, 
ing from herfwoon, her robes &e tore^ 
^r own ^ultlefs face to woundforbor^, 
all dilhevePd^, to the wood (he flies,^ 
Bacchanalian fury in her eyes, 
erarriv'd, ihe leaves below her friends j; 
ill alone the fhady hill a&ends. 
folly, Procris, o*erthy mind prevail'd h 
r^e, thus fatally to lie conccal'd i 
'er this Aura be, (fuch was. thy thought)^ 
3w ihall in the very faft be caught. 
, tby heart repents its raih defigns, 
low (o go, and now to flay inclines : • 

love with doubts perplexes ilill thy mind, 
nakesthee feek what thou muft dread to find* 
ill thy rival's name rings m thy ears, 
nbre fufpicious ftiU the place appears t 
lore thin all, exceffive love deceives^ 
h, all it f^is$^ too eafily belieres*. 
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Andy now, a chilnefs runs through every vein^ 
Soon as ihe faw where Cephalus had lain. 
*Twas noon, when he again retir"d, to fliun 
The fcorching ardour of the mid-day fun j 
With water firft he fprinkled o'er his face. 
Which glowed widi heat ; then fought hit ufual place 
Procris, with anxious hut with filent care, 
View'd him extended, with his bofom bare ; 
And heard him foon th* accuftom'd words repeat^ 
*' Come, Zephyr? Aura, come ; allay this heat :** 
Soon as (lie found her error, from the word. 
Her colour and her temper were reftor'd. 
With joy ihe rofe to clafp him in her arms : 
But Cephalus the ruftling noife alarms j 
Some bead he thinks he in the bufhes hears. 
And ftrait his arrows and his l^ow prepares. 
** Hold ! hold ! anhappy youth !"— I call in vain, 
With thy own hand thou haft thy Procris (lain. 
** Me, me ( (he cries) thou 'ft wounded with thy dart! 
** But Cephalus w^s wont to wound this heart. 
*' Yet lighter on my alhes earth will lie, 
** Since, though untimely, I unrival'd die : 
'* Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in deatfa| 
** Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath." 
Clofe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid. 
And waihM, with ftreaming tears, the wound he made} 
At length the fprings of life their currents leave. 
And her laft gafp her huiband's lips receive. 

Now, to purfuc our voyage we provide. 
Till fafe to port our weary bark wc guide. 

3, You 
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fou may exped, perhaps, I now fliould teach 

tiat rules to treats and entertainments reach. 

cne oot the firft, invited to a feaft ; 

iier come laft, as a more grateful gueft. . 

: that, of which we fear to be deprived, 

cts with the fureft welcome when arrived. 

idesy complexions of a coarier kind, 

•m candle-light no fmall advantage find. 

ring die time you eat, obferve fbme grace, 

r let your unwip*d hands befmear your face,* 

r yet too (queamiihly your meat avoid, 

\ we fuipe6^ you were in private cloy'd, 

all extremes in either kind beware, 

id iiill before your belly 's full forbear, 

• glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound, 

tough ihore than Helen (he in charms abound* 

[ own, I think, of wine the moderate ufe 

)re fuits the fex, and foon^r finds excufe 1 , 

ivarms the blood, adds luitre to the eyes, 

id wine and love have always been allies. 

t carefully from all intemperance keep, 

»r drink till you feefdouble, liip, or deep. 

r in fuch fleeps brutalities are done, 

hicby though you loathe, you have no power to fhun^ 

^nd now th' inftru£^ed nymph from table ledj 

ould next be taught how to behave in bed. 

It modeily forbids : nor more, my Mufe 

ith weary wings the laboured flight purfues $ 

:r purple fwai^s unyok'd the chariot leave, 

nd needful reft (tbsir journey dQnc)Lrecei?e, 

Thuj, 
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Thus, with impartial care, my art I ihow, * 

And equal.arms on either Ifex beftow : - '^ 

While men and maids, who hy my rules improve, ■ ' 
Ovid muft own their mailer is in love. ' ■ ' 
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AN EPISTLE 

TO SIRRICHARD iTEMPLE. 

"T'lS ftrange, dear Temple, how it comes to pafs, 
■*- That no pne man is pleas'd with what he has. 
So Horace. fings— and fure, as itrange is this : 
That no one man *s difpleas'd with what he is. 
The foolifh,. ugly, dull, impertinent, 
Are wit;; their perfons and their parts content. 
!Ncr is that 'all, fo odd a thing is man. 
He mofl would be what leail he Ihould or caa* 
Hence, homely faces ftill are foremoft feen. 
And crofs-fliap'd fops afleft the nic6ft mien ; 
Cowards extol true courage to the ikies, . • 

And fools are flill mod forward to advife ; 
Th* untrufted wretch to fecrecy pretends, 
Whifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues affect the politicians part. 
And learn to nod, and fmile, and ihrug with art ; 
Who nothing has to lofe, tlie war bewails i 
AiKihewhoiuiduiig-pa.y«tattaxesrail0. • . 

Th» 
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i» peryerie againft plain nature CuivcSf 
xi artfully abi'unl contrives, 
w ill dance, Lulcua at ogling aims, 
tus keeps, and undone Probus games. 
Curcutto, whofc envenom 'd breath, 
at a dillancc uttered, threatens death, 
our teeth his itinking whifper throws ; 
ds his manners, though you hold your nofe^ 
J, who Teems horn to give offence, 
couth form, and frontlcfe impudence, 
foftairs, and \vith aAur comes in, 
s a fmile; find (hocks you with a grin, 
larangues with a diffuafive grace, 
lluo inyit^s with afrbidding face. 
.' to each allots his proper fphere, 
t forfakcn, we like comets err : 
trough the void, by fome rude (hock we 're brolly 
her boafted fire is loft in fmoke. 
o obtaining wealth, ,9fi power, or eaft, 
&. affecl: in general to pleaie : 
ffeftion vanity's the fource, 
ity alone obftrufts its courfc ; 
icope of fools, through which they ipy 
note, and think the objed nigh. 
8 remoy'd, would each himfelf fuirey, 
uft fcal,e8 his ftrength and weaknefs wdghj ' «■ 
e path forwhich he was defigti'd, 
is proper force adapt his mind i m, . 

e, but to fome merit might pretendy ■ ♦ 

oight pleafe^^leaft would A^Cjtt&od, . j .1... 
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Who would rqjrovc us while he makes us laugh» 
Muft be no Bavius, but a Bickerftaff. 
If Garth, or Blackmore, friendly potions give. 
We bid the dying patient drink and live : 
When Murus comes, we cry, *' Beware the pill;" 
And wi(h the tradefman were a tradefman ftill. 
If Addifon, or Rowe, or Piiorwritc, 
We fkidy them with profit and delight : 
But when vile Macor and Mundungus liiyme , 
We grieve we 've learnt to read, ay, curie the time. 
All rules of pleafing in this one unite, 
** Affe6t not-any thing in Nature's (pite/* 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find 2 
For what ? For ill-refea^^iling human-kind* 
** None are, for being what they are, in fault, 
** But for not being what they would be thought.'* 
Thus I, dear friend, to you my thoughts impad^ 
As to one perfe6l in the pleafing art ; 
If art it may be calPd in you, who feem. 
By Nature formed for Love, and for Efteem. 
Affcfting none, all virtues you pofTefs, 
And really are what others but profefs* 
I '11 not offend you, while myfelf I pleafc 1 
I loathe to flatter, though I love to praift. 
But when fuch early worth fo bright appears. 
And aniedates the fame which waits on years; 
I can't fo ftupidly affected prove, 
Not to confefs it in the man I love. 
Though now t aim not at that known applauie 
You ' ve won in annt| and in yovu: couooy's caufe t 
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Nor patriot qow, nor hero I commend, 

But the companion praife, and boafl the friend. 
But you may think , and foroe, Icfs partial, fay^ 

That I prefume too much in this efTay. 

How fhould I ihow what pieafes > How4eKplaiQ 

A ruk, to which I never could attain } 

To diis objefHon I 'li make no reply, 

But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 
I Ve ready or heard, a learned peribn, oaoo 

(Concem'd to find kis only ibn a dunce) 

Compos'd a book in favour x)f the lad, 

^^liofe memory, its ieems, was very bad. 

This work contain'd a world of wholefon^ ruicSi 

To help the frailty of forgetful fool«. 

The careful patent laid the treatiib by« 

Till Time Ibould make it proffer to apply« 

Simon at length the look'd-for age attains. 

To read and profit by his father's pains ; 

And now the (ire prepare the books t' impact* 

Which was yclept of memory and art. 

But ah ? how oft is human care in vain 1 

^or now^ he could sot £nd his book agaiiu 

rbe place where he had laid it he fdrgot, 

^or could himielf remember what he wrofte* 

Now to apply the ftory that I tell, 
Which, if not true, is yet invented well. 
Such is my cafe : Like moll of theirs who teach 1 
I iir may jvra&iicy what I well may preach. 
Myfelf not oying, or not turn'd to pleafe. 

May lay the iine* aadmeaduaeoiiti^ ways* 

L The 
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The Mulcibers, who in the Minories fweat, 
And maffive bars onftubbom anvils beat, 
Deform'd themfelves, yet, forge thofe ftayl office]. 
Which arm Aurelia with a fliape to kill. 
So MacQr and Mundungus fcbool the times, * 
And write in nigged profe the rules of fofterriiymci* 
Well do they play the careful critic's part, 
Inftru6ting doubly by their matchlefs art : 
Rules for good verfe they firft with pains indite^ 
Then ihew us what are bad, by what they write. 

A LETTER 

To the Right Honourable the 
LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM, i7»^ 
" Albi fermonum noftrorum candide judex.'* 

SINCEREST Critic of my profe or rhime, 
Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time. 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war,, or fchemes of ftate ? 
Doft thou recall to mind with joy, or grief, 
Great Marlborough's actions ? That immortal chiefs 
Whofe llighteft trophy rais'd in each campaign, 
More than fuffic'd to fignalize a reign ? 
Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart. 
With glory paft, where thou thy felf hadftpart. 
Or doft thou grieve indignant now to fee. 
The fruitlefs end of all thy viftory ? 
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To fee th' audacious foe, fo late fubducd, 

^fpute thofe terms for which fo long they fued, 

•As if Britannia now were funk fb low, 

To beg that peace flie wonted to beftow. 

Be for that guilt ! be never known that (hame ! 

That England fiiould retra£l her rightful claim. 

Or, ceafing to be dreaded and ador'd, 

Stain with her pen the luftrc of her fword. 

Or doft thou give the winds afar to blow. 

Each vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe. 

And fix thy mind aldne on rural fcenes, 

To turn the level'd lawns to liquid plains, 

Toraifethe creeping rills from humble beds. 

And force the latent fprings to lift their heads. 

On watery columns, capitals to rear, 

That mix their flowing curls with upper air. 

Or doft thou, weary grown, thefe works negledV, 

^^0 temples, ftatues, obcliiks ere£V, 

But catch the morning breeze from fragrant meads^ 

Or fhun the noontide ray in wholefome fhades, 

Or flowly walk along the mazy wood. 

To meditate on all that 's wife and good. 

For nature bountiful in thee has joined, 

A perfon pleafing with a worthy mind, 

Not given the form alone, but means, and art, 

To draw the eye, or to allure the heart, 

Poor were the praife in fortune to excel, 

Yctwant the way to ufe that fortune well. 

^hilethus adomM, while thus with virtue crown'd, 

At home in peace, abroad in arms renowned, 

L z Grace- 
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Graceful in form, and wizmiag ia a^refs. 

While w^U you think, what aptly you ex:pFC&, 

With health, with honour, with a fair eftate, 

A table free, and eloquently neat. 

What can be added more to mortal blifs ? 

What can he want who f^ands pofleft of this ? 

What can the fondeft wifhing mother more 

Of heaven attentive for her fon implore ? 

And ycrt a happiqefs remains unknown. 

Or to philofophy reveaPd alozwe } 

A precept, which unpra6lis'<l renders vain 

Thy flowing hopes, and pleafure turns to pain. 

Should Hope and Fear thy heart alternate tear. 

Or Love, or Hate, or Rage, or anxious Care, 

Whatever paffions may thy mind info ft, 

( Where is that mind which pafiions ne'er moleil ?) 

Amidft the pangs of fuch inteftine ftrife. 

Still think the prefcnt day, the lafl: of life ; 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife, 

To-mc«TOw's fun to thee may never rife. 

Or fhould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight, 

With her enlivening and unlook'd-for light. 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays ! 

As favours unexpe&ed doubly pleafe. 

Who thus cun thinks and who fuch thoughts purfuc 

Content may keep his life, or calmly lofe ,- 

All proofs of this thou may'll thyfelf receive, 

When leifure from affairs will give thee leave. 

Come, fee thy friend, retired without regret. 

Forgetting care, or ftrivmg to forget j 



LETTER To LORD COBHAM. 149 

In eafy contemplation foothirrg time 

With morals much, and now and then with rhyme. 

Not fo robuft in body, as in mind, 

And always undejefted, though declin'd ; 

Not wondering at the world's new wicked ways. 

Compared with thoft of our fore-fathers daysi 

For virtue now is neither more or Icfs, 

And vice is only varied in the drefe ; 

Believe it, men have ever been the lame. 

And all the golden age, is but a dream. 

WRITTEN AT TUNBRID6B WELLS, 

ON MISS TEMPLE, 

Afterwards Lady of Sir Thomas Lyttelton. 

T EAVE, leave the drawing-rooHT, 

Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom; 
The nymph that *s fated to o'ercome. 

Now triumphs at the wells. 
Her fhape, and air, and eyes, 
Her face, the gay, the grave, the wiie. 
The beau, in fpite of box ^nd dice, 

Acknowledge, all excels. 

Ccafe, ceafe, to alk her name, 
The crowned Mufc's noblell theme, 
iVhofc glory by immortal fame, 
Shall only founded be. 

L 3 But 
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But if you long to know, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row^ 
Who moft does like an angel fliow. 
You may be fure'tis fhe. 

See near thofe facred (jirings. 
Which cure to fell difealcs brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida iings) 

Three goddefles appear ! 
Wealth, glory, two polTeft ; 
The third with charming beauty bleft. 
So fair, that heaven and earth confeft 

She conquer*d every where. 

Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-fick gazer bow ; 
Nay, even old age her power allow. 

And baniih'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear. 
Nor glory now the garland wear : 
To beauty every Paris here 

Devotes the golden ball. 



:\ 
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A PINDARIC ODE, 

Humbly offered to the 
Q^ U E E N, 

On the Vi6^onous Progrefs of Her Majesty's Arms, 
under the Condu£k of the Duke of Marlborough. 

To which 18 prefixed, 

A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

** Operofa parvus 

" Carmina fingo." Hqr. Lib. iv. Ode u 



I DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

r^HE following Ode is an attempt towards reftoring 
*• the regularity of the antient Lyric Poetry, which 
ems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our 
ngHih writers. 

There is nothing more frequent among us, than a 
rt of poems intituled Pindaric Odes ; pretending to 
i written in imitation of the manner and (lile of Pin- 
ir, and yet I do not know that there is to this day 
ctant in our language, one Ode contrived after his 
lodel. What idea can an Englifh reader have of 
indar (to vrhofe mouth, when a child, the bees 
L 4 brought 
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brought their honey, in omen of the future fweetnefi 
and melody of his fongs) when he ihall fee fucb 
rumblmg and grating papers of vcrfes, pretending to 
be. copies of his works ? 

The chara£ter of thele late Pindarics is, a bundle 
of rambling incoherent thoughts, exprelTed in a like 
parcel of irregular itanzas, which alfo coniift of fuch 
another complication of difproportioned, uncertain, and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes. And I appeal to any rea- 
der, if this is not the condition in which thefe titular 
Odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular dm 
the Odes of Pindar, both as to the exa6t obfcrvation of 
the meafures and numbers of his (lanzas and verfes, . 
and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts. For 
though his digreffions are frequent, and his tranfitioni 
fudden, yet is there ever fome fccret connexion, which 
though not always appearing to the eye, never fails to 
communicate itfcif to the underflanding of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
which has been fo mifunderilood and mifapplied by hi» 
pretended imitators, was only in varying the (lanzas in 
different Odes ; but in each particular Ode they arc 
ever correfpondcnt one to anotlicr in their tums^ and 
according to the order of the Ode. 

All the Odes of Pindar which remain to usy are fbngs 
of triumph, viftory or fuccefs in the Grecian games : 
they were fung by a chorus, and adapted to the lyre, 
and fometimes to the lyre and pipe ; they confifted 
cfteneilof tlvrce flanzas s the firfl wa;i called the Strophe, 

from 
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01 the verfion or circular motion of the fingers in 
t ftanza fwm the right hand to the left. The Iccond 
iza was called the Antiftrophc, from the contravcr- 
1 of the chorus j the fingers, in performing that, 
ning from the left hand to the rij^ht, contrar}^ always 
their motion in the Strophe. The third ftanza waa 
led the Epode, (it may be as being the after-fong) 
ich they fling in tlie middle, neither turning to one 
id nor the other. 

What the origin was of thefe different motions and 
ions in fining their Odes, is not our prcftrnt bufmefs 
enquire. Some have thought that by the contrariety 
the Strophe and Antiftrophe, they intended to repre- 
t the contrarotation of the Primum Mobile, in re- 
ft of the Sccunda Mobilia ; and that by their ftand- 
;ftill at the Epode, they meant to fignify the ftability 
the earth. Others afcribe the inftitutio* to Thefeus, 
thereby exprelfed the windings and^ turnings of 
labyrinth, in celebrating his return from thence, 
rhe method obferved in the compo(ition of thefe 
es, was therefore as follows. The poet having made • 
lice of a certain number of vcrics to confhtute his 
ophe or firft ftanza, was obliged to obferve the fame " 
ais Antiftrophe, or fecond ftanza j and which accord- 
;ly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both itk 
abcr of verfes and quantity of feet : he was tlien 
lin at liberty to make a new choice for his third ' 
wa, or Epode ; where, accordingly, he diverfificd 
numbers, as his ear or fancy led hjm : compofing 
It ftanza of more or fewer verfes than the foimer, and 

thofe 
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thofe verfes of different meafures and quantities, fbr 
the gttater variety of harmony, and entertainment o£ 
the ear. 

But then this Epode being thus formed, he w» 
Ari£lly obliged to the fame meafure as often n be 
fhould ^pcat it -in the order of his Ode, fo that cvay 
Epode in the fame Ode is eternally the fame in mea- 
fure and quantity, in refpe^l: to itielf t as is alfo evoj 
Strophe and Antiftrophe, in rcfpe6t to each other. 

The lyric poet Stefichorus (whom Longinui FCckoM 
amongft the ableft imitators of Homer, and of wboa 
Quintilian fays, that if he could have kept withia 
bounds, he would have been neareft of any body, in 
merit, to Homer) was, if not the inventcr of this order 
in the Ode, yet fo ftrift an obfer\'er of it in his com- 
pofitions, that the three flanzas of Stefichorus became 
a common proverb to exprefs a thing univerially 
known, ** ne tria quidem Stcfichori noftri j" Co that 
when any one had a mind to reproach another with cx- 
cefTive ignorance, he could not do it more effeflually 
than by telling him, ** he did not fo much as know the 
** three (hmza^ of Stefichorus ;'* that is, did not know 
that an Ode ought to confift of a Strophe, an Anti- 
iirophc, and an Epode. If this was fuch a mark of 
ignorance among them, I am furc we have been pretty 
long liable to the fame reproof; I mean, in re(pe£fc of 
our imitations of the Odes of Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long Preface to t 
fliort Ode, nor to enter upon a difTertation of Lyric 
Poetry in general : but thus much I thought proper to 

fay, 
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he information of thofe readers whofe courfc 
has not led them into fuch enquiries. 

I fhall not be fo mifunderftood, as to have it 
:hat I pretend to give an exaft copy of Pindar 
ifuing Ode j or that I look upon it as a pattern 
aitators for the future : far from fuch thoughts, 
nly given an inftance of what is prafticable, 
enfible that I am as diflant from the force and 

of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from 
ony and regularity of his numbers. 
, we having no chorus to fing our Odes, the 
i well as ufe of Strophe, Antiftrophc, and 
ire obfolete and impertinent : and certainly 
r be very good Englifli Odes, without the dif- 
)f Greek appellations to their ftanzas. That 
entioned them here, and obferved the ord'er of 
he enfuing Ode, is therefore only the more in- 
to explain the extraordinary regularity of the 
on of thefe Odes, which have been reprefented 
therto, as the moft confufed ifaru£hires in 

er, though there be no neceffity that our 
L Odes Ihould confift of the three afore-men- 
nzas ; yet if the reader can obferve that the 
ation of the numbers in the third flanza (call 
or what you plcafe) has a pleafing effeft in 
and makes him return to the firft and fecond 
ith more appetite than he could do, if alwiays 
th the fame quantities and meafures ; I can- 
ly fome ufe may not be made of Pindar's ex- 
ample. 



Iccming ealmels ot the work, tirlt lets us upon \ 
quiry. Nothing can be called beautiful withoi 
portion. When fymmctry and harmony are \vj 
neither the eye nor the ear can be pleafcd. Th 
Certainly poetry, which includes painting and 
fliould not be deftitute of them ; and of all ] 
cfpecially the Ode, whofe end and elTence is harr 

Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric 
fpeaking of the mufic of numbers, fays, " which 
** times (efpecially in Songs and Odes) almo^ w 
** any thing elfe makes an excellent poet.** 

Having mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may very \\ 
cxpefted, that fomethipg fhould be faid of him 
time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme c 
dircourfc. But there is that great deference due 
memory, great parts, and learning of that gentl 
that I think nothing fhould be objeftcd to the la 
he has taken in his Pindaric Odes. The beauty 
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innocent occaiion, of fo many deformed 
which, inftead of being true pi6);urcs of 
B ([to ufc the Italian painters term) been 
Res of him, reiemblances that for tlie mod 
sn either horrid or ridiculous. 
vn part, I frankly own my error, in having 
lifcalled a few irregular ftanias a Pindaric 
jffibly, if others, who have been under the 
, would ingcnuoufly confefs the truth, they 
iiat, never having confulted Pindar himfcif, 
I his irregularity upon truft j and finding 
It in the great eafc with which they 
ce Odes without being obliged either to 
efign, remained latisfkd j and it may be, 
Together unwilling to negkd being un- 

lere be little (if any thing) left of Or- 
name, yet if Paufanias was weH informed, 
(Tured, that brevity was a beauty which he 
oufly laboured to preferve in his Hymns, 
ng, as the fame author reports, that they 
in number. 

aefs of the following Ode will, I hope, 
length of the Preface, and in fome mea- 
defefts which may be found in it. It 
e fame number of ftanzas with that beau- 
Pindar, which is the firft of his Pythics ; 
[ was unable 10 imitate him in any other 
blved to endeavour to copy his brevity, 
advantage of a remark he has made in the 

laft 
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laft Strophe of the fame Ode j which take in 
phrafe of Sudorius. 

** Qui multa paucis ftringcre commode 
** Noverc, morfus hi facile invidos 
** Spernunt, & auris men(que pura 
** Omne fupervacuum reje£lat." 



o 



I. 

DAUGHTER of Memoiy, immortal Mi 
Calliope ; what poet wilt thou chufe. 
Of Anna's name to fing ? 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart. 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art ; 
Whom raife ftiblime on thy setherial wing. 
And confccrare with dews of thy Caftalian fpi 
II. 
Without thy aid, the moft afpiring mind 
Muft flag beneath, to narrow flights confin 
Striving to rile in vain : 
Nor e'er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praiie. 
Thy aid obtain'd, ev'n I, the humblcft fwa 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the low! 
III. 
High in the ftarry orb is hung. 

And next Alcides' guardian arm, 
That harp to which thy Orpheus fung, 
Who woods, and rocks, and winds, coul 
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That harp which on Cyllcnc's fliady hill, 
When firft the vocal fhell was found, 

With more than mortal ikill 
Inventer Hermes taught to found : 
Hermes on bright Latona's fon. 
By fweet perfuafion won. 
The wondrous work beitow'd ; 

Latona's fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine : 
A god the gift, a god th* invention fhovv'd. 
I. 
To that high-founding lyre I tune my drains 5 
A lower note his lofty fong difdains 
Who fings of Anna's name. 
The lyre is (buck ! the founds I hear ! 
O Mufe, propitious to my prayer ! 
well-known founds ! O Melody, the fame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Moionian flame ! 
II. 
Nor are thele founds to Britifh bards unknown. 
Or (paringly reveal'd to one alone : 
Witnefs fweet Spenfer's lays : 
And witnefs that immortal fong, 
As Spenfer fweet, as Milton ftrong, 
Which humble Boync o'er Tiber's flood could raife^ 
Aad mighty William fing, with well-proportion'd praife, 
HI. 
Rife, fair Augufta, lift thy head. 

With golden towers thy front adorn j 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed 
With chcarful ray the ruddy morn. Thy 
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Tliy lovely form, and frelh-reviving ftate. 
In cryftal flood of Thames furvey; 

Then, blefs thy better fate, 
Blcfs Anna's moft aufpicious fway. 
While diflant realms and neghbouring laods^ 
Arm'd troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide moleft, 

Thy happier clime is free, 
Fair Capital of Liberty ! 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon refL 

I. 
As Britain's ifle, when old vex*d Ocean roarSp 
Unfhakcn fees agalnft her (ilver (hoan 
His foaming billows beat ; 
So Britain's Queen, amidft the jars 
And tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix'd on the bafe of her well-founded ftate. 
Serene and fafe looks down, nor feels the ihocks of fate* 
II. 
But greateft fouls, though bleft with fweet repofc. 
Are fooneft touch'd with fenfe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind, 
To mercy and foft pity prone, 
And mov'd with forrows not her own. 
Has all her peace and downy reft rcfignM, 
To wake for common good, and fuccour human-kin4« 
HI. 
Fly, tyranny ; no more be known 
Within Europa's blifsful bound ; 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly every hofpitable ground. T« 
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To horid Zcmbla's frozen reaimt repair* 
Therewith the baleful beldam. Night, 

Unpeopled empire Iharey 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
For now is come the promised hour. 
When Juftice (hall have power s 
Juilice to earth reilor'd ! 
Again Adrea reigns ! 
Anna her equal fcale maintains^ 
And Marlborough wields her fure deciding (word. 
I. 
Now, couldH thou ibar, my Mufe, to iing the man 

U heights fublime, as when the Mantuan fwan 

Her towering pinions fpread ; 

Thou ihould'il of Marlborough Cmg, whofe hand 

Unerring, from his Queen's command, 

Far as the feTen-mouth'd Ifter*s fccret head, 

To iavc th^Imperial ftate, her hardy Britons icd. 

II. 
^or there thy fong Ihould end j though all the Nine 
light weli their harps and heavenly voices join 
To iing that giorious day, 
When bold Bavaria fled the field, 
.And veteran Gauls unus'd to yield 
On Blenheim's Plain imploring mercy lay ; 
ad.^Joils and trophies won, perplex'dxhe vigor's way. 

III. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim fing. 

And with fuccefs that fong purfue ; 
What art could aid thy wearied wing 
To keep the nStos- ftiil in view ? 

M For 



t^t CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

For as the fun ne'er ftops his radiant flight. 
Nor fcts hut with impartial ray 

To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day : 
So in the glor^us round of fame. 
Great Marlborough, ftill the fame, 
Inceffant runs his courfe : 
To climes remote, and near. 
His conquering artns by turns appear. 
And nniverfal is his aid and force. 

I. 
Attempt not to proceed, unwary Mufe, 
For O ! what notes, what numbers could'ft thou duifi 
Though in all numbers fldlPd : 
' To fing the hero's matchlefs deed. 

Which Bclgia fav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To fing Ramillia's day ! to which muft yield 
Cannae's illufhious fight, and fam'd Pharialia*s field. 
11. 
In' the Ihort courfe of a diurnal fun. 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 
What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 
Luftre and life, the Poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart ; 
But deeds fublime, exalted high like thefe, 
Tfanfcend his utmofl fight ; and mock his diftant piai 
III. 
Still would the willing Mufe afpire. 

With tranfport ftill her ftrains prolong; 
But fear unftrings the trembling lyre, 
« ^ And admiration Hops her fong, < 
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chief y in Anna's caufe proceed ; 

the terrors of thy fword, 

3pe thou haft freed, 

fal peace reftorM. 

y work when thou flialt end, 

vards attend, 

far above 

ophies and thy Ipoils ; 

ev'n worthy of thy toils, 

juft favour, and thy Country's love. 



Ma TO^ 
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To the Bight Honourable the 

EARLOF 6ODOLPHIN, ** 

Lord High-Treasurer of Great Britain* f 

PINDARIC ODE. V 

<< Quemvis mcdii eruc turM r '"^ 

" Aut ob avaritiam, aut mifera ambitione laborat. 

** Hunc capit argenti fplendor 

** Hit mutat merces furgente a fole, ad eum quo 
•* Vefpertina tcpet regie : quin per mala praeceps 

•* Fertur 

'^ Omnes hi metuunt verfus> odere poetas." 

HoR. L. I. Sat.it 

I. 

nPO hazardous attempts and hardy toils, 
-■- Ambition feme excites j 

And fome, defire of martial fpoils 

To bloody fields invites j 
Others, infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main^ 
To pafs the burning line, and bear 
Th' inclemency of winds, and fcas, and air ; 
Prefling the doubtful voyage till India's (hore 
Her fjpicy bofom baresj aad ipreads her fhining ore* 

4 II.Ntf 
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r widows tears, nor tender orphans cries. 

Can ftop th' invader's force j 
*for fwelling feas, nor threatening ikics» 

Prevent the pirate's courie : 
!^heir lives to felfifli ends decreed, 
!*hrough blood or rapine they proceed | 
lo anxious thoughts of ill repute 
pend th' impetuous and unjuft purfuit t 
power and wealth obtained, guilty and greats 
fellow-creatures fears they raifey or urge their hate. 

IIL 
iut not for thefe his ivory lyre 

Will tunefal Phoebus ftringy 
Polyhymnia crown'd amid die choir, 

Th* immortal epode (ing. 
f fprings, Cafialia, turn their fireams afide 
From rapine, avarice, and pride j 
• do thy greens, fhady Aonia, grow, 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 

I. 
V juft, moft mighty Jove, yet how fevere 
Is thy fupreme decree, 
That impious men fhall joylefs hear 

The Mufcs* harmony ! 
Then* facred fongs, (the recompcnce 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Wfeich pious mindi? to rapture raife, 
d worthy deeds at once excite and praife^ 

Ms Tq 
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To guilty hearts aflford no kind relief; 
But add inflaming rfge, and moifc affli€ling griet. 

IT. 
MonftrdUs Typhceus, thus, new tenors fill. 
He, who alTailM the Ikies, 
And now, beneath the burning hill 

Of drtadful ^tna lies. 
Hearing the lyre's celeflial fotind', * 
He IjcUows in th' abyfs profoun3 j 
Sicilia trembles at his roar, 
Tiicmblc the feas, and far Campania's fhore; 
While all his hundred mouths, at once refpire 
Volumes of curlingimoke, and Hoods oTliquid fire. 

HI. 
From heaven aloric all good proceeds j 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds. 

And fenfe of facrcd fong ! 
And thus moft pleafmg are the Mufc's lays 

To them who merit moft her ptaife j 
Wherefore, for thee, her ivory lyre (he ftrings, 
And foars with rapture wliilc fhe fings. 

I- 

Whether aflfairs of moft important weight 

Require thy aiding hand. 
And Anna's caufe and Europa's fate 

Thy ferious thoughts demand j , 
Whether thy days and nights arc fpcnt 
In cares, on public good intent ; 



Oi 
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Or whether leifure hours invite 
To manly fppm, or to refin'd delight ; 
fn courts redding, or to plains retir'd, 
^ere generous fteeds conteft, with emulation fir'd ! 

II. 

rhee dill fhe feeks, and tuneful fings thy name. 
As once ftie Theron fung, 
While with the dcathlefs worthy's fame 

Olympian Pifa rung : • 
Nor lefs fublime is now her choice. 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now (he loves aloft to found 
he man for more than mortal deeds renownM ; 
arying anon her theme, (he takes delight 
fwift-hecrd horfe to praife, and iing his rapid flight, 
III. 
And fee ! the air-born racers (lart, 
Impatient of the rein j 
after they run than flies the Scithian dart. 

Nor, pa(Eng, print the plain ! 
'he winds themfelves, who with their Iwiftnefs vie. 

In vain their airy pinions ply ; 
far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfers pafs 
Th* ajthcrial authors of their race. 

I. 

Lnd now a while the wcll-ih^in'd courfers breathe 5 
And now, my Mufe, prepare 
Of olive leaves a twifted wreath 
To bind the vi6lor 's hair. 

M 4 Pallas, 
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Pallas, in care of human-kind » 
The fruitful olive firft de%n'd i 
Beep in the glebe her (pear (he lanc'dy 
When all at once the laden boughs advanc*d : 
The Gods with wonder view'd the teeming earth, 
And all| with one confent, appror'd the beauteous biitiu 

II. 
This donC) earth-fliaking NqiCune next cflay'd^ , 
In bounty to the world. 
To emulate the blue-ey*d maid ; 

And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againft the founding beach ; the ftroke 
Transfix'd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as lig^t, 
Forth rufli'd the firft-born horfe. Stupendous fight! 
Neptune for human good the bcaft ordains. 
Whom foon he tam*d to ufe, and taught to bear theroBfc 
III. 
Thus gods contended (noble firife. 
Worthy the heavenly mind !) 
Who moft fhould do to foften anxious life. 

And moft endear mankind. 
Thus, thou, Godolphin, doft with Marlborcn^gh ftri»<> 

From whofe joint toils we reft derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad bis arm alTures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care fccures. 



AN 
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N IMPOSSIBLE THINGv 

A TALE. 

^0 thee, dear Dick» this tale I fend. 

Both as a critick and a friend. 
11 it with fome variation 
)t altogether a tranilation) 
in La Fontaine ; an author, Dick, 
ofe Mufe would touch thee to the quick. 

rub)e£k is of that fame kind, 
vhich thjr heart feems moft inclined : 

verie may alter it, God knows, 
J lov'ft it well, I 'm fure, in profe. 
Without preface, or pretence, 
old thee longer in fufpence, 
II proceed, as I am able, 
le recital of my fable. 

goblin of the merry kind, 
: black of hue, than curil of mind^ 
elp a lover in diftrefs, 
riv'd a charm with fuch fuccefs, 
in fhort fpace the cruel dame 
ited, and returned his flame, 
bargain, made betwixt them both, * 

bound by honour and by oath : 
lover laid down his falvation, 
Satan ilak'd his reputation* 

The 
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The latter promis'd on his part 
jTTo fervt his friend, and ihe\v his ait)t 
^hat madam fhould by twelve o* clock. 
Though hitlicrto as hard as rock, 
Beconle as gentle as a glove, 

And kifs and coo like any dove, ' 

In Hiort, the woman ibould be his. 
That is, upon condition— Viz. 
Tliat he, the lover, after tafting 
What one would "wifli were everlaiUag | 
Should, ir\ return for fuch en joyment. 
Supply the fiend with frefb employment : 
** That 's all, -quoth Pug j my poor xequdi: 
** Is, only, never to have reft ; 
** You thought^ 'tis like, with rcafon too^ 
*' That 1 lliould have been ferv'd, not you ; 
*' But what ? upon my friend impofc ! 
" No — though a devil, none of thofc. 
** Your bufinefs then, pray undcrftand mc, 
<* Is nothing more but to command me. 
** Of one thing only let me warn ye : 
** Which fomeWhat nearly may concern ye t 
** As foon as e'er one work is done, 
** Strait name a new one ; and fo on ; 
** Let each to other quick fucceed, 
** Or elfe— you know how 'tis agieed— « 
** For if through any hums oi?haws 
«* There haps an intervening paufe, 
" In which, for want of frefh commands, 
*< Your Have obfequiou«> idle Hands, 
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3r foul nor body ever more 

lall ferve the nymph whom you a Jore j • 

It both be laid at ^atan*$ feet, 

) be difpos'd as he thinks meet." 

t once the lover all approves j 

A ho can hefitatc that loves ? 

thus he argues in his thought : 

hy, after all, I venture nought 5 

hat myftery is in commanding ? 

es that require much underflanding } 

iecd, wert my part to obey, 

'd go the better of die lay : 

t he muft do wliat I think fit— 

law, pfhaw, young Belzebub is bif.*^ 

us pleasM in mind, he calls a chair, 

lis, and combs, and courts the fair c 

pell takes place, and all goes right, 

lappy he employs the night 

eet embraces balmy kifles, 

riots in the blifs of blifles. 

)y," cried he, ** that has no equal !** 

old— no raptures— mark the iequel. 

)vv, when near the' morAing's dawn> 

outh begaa as 'tvvere to yawn ; 

es a filky (lumber fciz'd, 

)uld have done, if Pug had pleas'd i 

lat officious Ds^mon near, 

3uzz*d for bufinefs in his ear ; 

le, he names a thoufand things : 

oblin plies his wicker wings, 

' Ani 
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And in a trice returns to sSk 

Another and another talk. 

Kow palaces are built and towers. 

The work of ages in few hours. 

Then florms are in an inftant raisM, 

Which the next moment are appeas*d. 

Kow ihowers of gold and gems are rain'd^ 

As if eaeh India had been drain'd : 

And he, ifi one ailoniih'd view. 

Sees both Goloonda and Peru. 

Thefe things, and (hanger things than thele. 

Were done with equal fpeed and eafe. 

And now to Rome poor Pug he *11 fend 5 

And Pug foon reached his journey's end. 

And foon returned with fuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back, 

That now, the Squire (who bad fome hope 

In holy water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, and at a (land 

What next to wi(h, and what command ; 

Invention (lag$, his brain grows muddy. 

And black defpair fucceeds bruwn (ludy. 

Jn this diftrefs the woeful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth. 

Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 

Both foul and body were at (fake, 

•* And is this all ?" replies the fair: 

** Let me alone to cure this care. 

** When next your Daemon (hall appear, 

** Pray give him— looki what I hold here. 
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Dd bid him labour, foon or late, 

) lay thefe ringlets lank and ftrait.'* 

1, fomething fcarcely to be feen, 

inger and her thumb between 

leld, and fweetly fmiling, cry'd, 

mr Goblin's (kill (hall now be tiy'd.** 

e (aid ; and gave — what (hall I call 

thing fo (hiningy crifp, and fmaU, 

ch round his finger (bx)ve to twine ? 

idril of the Cyprian vine ? 

•rig from Cytherea's grove ; 

e of the labyrinth of love ? 

1 awe, he now takes from her hand 

: fleece-like flower of fairy land : 

precious, whilom, was the fleece 

ch drew the Argonauts from Greece ? 

tiat, which modem ages fee 

fpur and prize of chivalry, 

o(e curls of kindred texture grace 

)es and kings of Spani(h race. 

he fpark prepared, and Fug at hand^ 

(Tues, thus, his fbri£t command : 

his line, thus curve and thus orbicular^ 

ender diredV, and perpendicular } 

ut fo dire6^, that in no fort 

: ever may in rings retort. 

se me no more till this be done : 

!ence, tothytafk — avaunt, begone,^ 

Lway the fiend like lightning flies, 

1 all his wit to work applies : 

Anvils 
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Anvils and preflTes he employs, 

And dins whole jicU with hammering noife. 

In vain : he to no terms can bring 

One twirl of that reluftant thing; 

Th' elaflic fibre mocks his pains. 

And its firft fpjra.i form retains. 

Kew ftratagems the fprite contrives, 

And down the depths of fea he dives : 

** This fprunt its pertnefs fure will lofe 

** When laid (faid he) to foak in ooze." 

Poor foolifh fiend ! he little knew 

Whence Venus and her garden grew. 

Old Ocean, with paternal waves 

The child of his own bed receives ; 

Which oft as dipt new force exerts. 
And in more vigorous curls reverts. 

So when to earth Alcides flung 
The huge Antaeus, whence he fprung. 
From every fail frefh ftrength he gain'd. 
And with new life the fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd, 
Now knows what flight to pra6life next : 
The more he tries, the more he fails ; 
Kor charm, rfor art, nor force avails. 
But all concur his ihame to fhow. 
And more exafperate the foe. 

And now he penfive turns and fad. 
And looks like melancholic mad. 
He rolls his eyes now off, now on 
That wonderful phaenomenonv 
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retimes he twifts and twirls it round, 
-n, paufmg, meditates profound : 
end he fees of his furprize, 
rwhat it fhould be can devife : 
never yet was wool or feather, 
It could Hand buff againft all weather; 
lunrdax'd, like this, refift • • 

iwipd and rain, and (how and mill. 
It ftuff, or whence, or how 'twas made. 
It fpinfter which could fpin fuch thread, 
lothingknew; but, to his coft, ^ 

kV all his fame and labour loft, 
ued, abafli'd, he gave it o'er ; 
faid, he blulh'd ; 'tis fure, he fwore 
ill the wiles that hell could hatch 
d conquer that Superb Muftach. 
ated thus, thus difcontent, 
to the man the Daemon went : 
jant," quoth he, ** our contra£k null, 
id give you a difcharge in full. 
It tell me now, in name of wonder, 
ince I fo candidly knock under) 
hat is this thing ? Where could it grow ? 
ay take it— 'tis in ftatu quo. 
uch good may 't do you ; for my part, 
^rafli my hands of 't from my heart.'* 
In truth. Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,'* 
ies the lad, " you 're too foon weary, 
hat, leave this trifling tafk undone ! . 

id think'ft thou this the only one ? > 

I «« Alas ! 



,76 CONOR is: VE'S POEMS. 
«* Alas ! were this fubdued, thoud'il find 
«< Millions of moreflich ft ill behind ; 
•« Which might employ, ev*n to eternity^ 
<' Both you and all your whole fraternity.** 



The PEASANT in Search of hit HEIFEI 



A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE 



TT fo befell : a filly fwain 
-■• Had fought his heifer long in vain 5 
For wanton fhe had frilking ftray'd, 
And left the I nvn, to feek the fliade, 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes. 
Then, to the wood, in haftehe hies; 
Where, finglbg out the faireft tree. 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or fee. 

Anon, there chanc'd that way to paft 
A jolly lad and buxom lafs : 
The place was apt, the paflime pleafant; 
Occafion with her forelock prefent : 
The girl agog, the gallant ready j 
So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But fo Ihe turn'd, or fo was laid, 
That fhe fome certain charms difplay'd, 
Which with fuch wonder ftruck his fight 
(With wonder, much; more, with delight) 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, " What ? 
«' What fee I, gods I What fee I not !" 



ASANT IN SEARCH OF HIS HEIFER, lyf 
nothing nam*cl ,* from whence 'tis gueis'd^ 
as more than well could be cxprefs'd. 
he clown aloft, who lent an ear, 
t ftopt him fhort in mid career: 
louder crj'M, " Ho ! honeft friend, 
lat of thy feeing feed no end ; 
>ft fee the heifer, that I ftek ? 
do 'ft, pray be fo kind to fpeak.* 

)MER'S HYMN TO VENUS^ 

NG, Mu(e, the force and afl-inf^rming fire 
>f Cyprian Venus, goddefs of defire : 

ns th' immortal minds of gods can move, 
amc the llubborn race of men to love, 
llder herds and ravenous bead of prey 
|uence.fecl, and own her kindly l\vay. 
I pathlefs Air, and boundlefs Ocean's fpace^ 
I the feathered kind and finny race ; 
are on herfole fupport depends, 
[triifc exifts, her care extends. 

; numerous hoft of gods above, 
(dare found inflexible to love. 

1 MiiKrva free preferves his heart, 
lunbegtiiVd by Cupid's art ; 
r arms the martial maid delights, 
prefidesi and wcll-difputed fights j 
: of fame (he firll the hero fir*d, 
[ic ikill of ttfeful aits infpijr'd j 

N Taught 
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Taught artifts firft the cai-vingtool to wield. 
Chariots with brafs to arra, and form the fenceful fliicld ; 
She firft taught modcft maids in early bloom 
To fhun the lazy life, and fpih, or ply the loom. 

Diana next, the Faphian queen defies, 
Her fmiling arts and proffered friendibip flies : 
She loves, with welUmouth'd hounds and chearfulhom 
Or filver- founding voice, to wake the morn. 
To wound themountain boar,orroufc the wood-land deer: 
To draw the bow, or dart the pointed fpear, 
Sometimes, of gloomy groves Ihe likes the (hades. 
And there of virgin nymph the chorus leads; 
And fometimes fceks the town, and leaves the plainti 
And loves fociety where virtue reigns. 

The third ccleftial power averfe to love 
Is virgin Vefta, dear to mighty Jove ; 
"Whom Neptune fought towed, and Phoebus woo*d; 
And both with fruitlefs labour long purfued j 
For fhe, feverely chafte, rejefted both. 
And bound her purpofe with a folemn oath, 
A virgin life inviolate to lead ; 
She fwore, and Jove aflenting bow'd his head. 
But fince her rigid choice the joys deny'd 
Of nuptial rites, and bleflings of a bride, 
The bounteous Jove with gifts that want fupply\ 
High on a throne fhe fits amidft the Ikies, 
And firft is fed with fumes of facrificc : 
For holy rites to Vefta firft are paid, ^ 

And on her altar firft-fruit offerings laid; I 

So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. J 

A Tkfe 
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Thefe are the powers above, and only thefe, 

Whom Love and Chytherea's art difpleafe : 

Of other beings, none in earth or Ikies 

Heir force refifts, or influence denies. 

With eafe, her charms the thunderer can bind. 

And captivate with love th' almighty mind : 

Ev*n he, whofe dread commands the gods obey. 

Submits to her, and owns fuperior fway ; 

Enilav'd to mortal beauties by her power. 

He oft defcends, his creatures to adore ; 

While, to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes. 

Some weli-dilTembled fliape the gods belies. 

Juno, his wife and fifter, both in place 

And beauty, firft among th* ajtherial race ; 

Whom> all-tranfcending in fuperior worth, 

Wile Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth : 

And Jove, by never-erring counlel fway'd. 

The partner of his bed and empire made. 
But Jove at length, with juft refentment fir*d, 

The laughing queen herfelf with love infpir'd. 

Swiift through her veins the fweet contagion ran. 

And kindled in her breaft detire of mortal man ; 

That ilie, like other deities, might prove 

The pains and pleafures of inferior love ; 

And not infultingly the gods deride, • 

Whofe fons yvcre human by the mother's fide : 

Thus, Jove ordain'd (he now for man (hould burn. 

And bring forth mortal offspring in her turn. 
Amongfl the fprings which flow from Ida's head. 

His lowing herds the young Anchifes fed : 

J^ a Whofe 
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Whofe godlike form and face the fmiling queen 

Beheld, and lov'd tomadnefs foon as fecn. 

To Cyprus ftrait the wounded goJdefs flies, ^ 

Where Paphian temples in her honour rife, I 

And altars fmcke with daily facrifice. J, 

Soon as arrived, (he to her (hrinc repaired, 

Where entering quick, the fhining gates flie barr*d« 

The ready Graces wait, her baths prepare. 

And oint with fragrant oils her flowing hair. 

Her flowing hair around her fhouldcrs fprcads. 

And all adown ambrofial odour fheds. 

Laf^, in tranfparent robes her limbs they fold, 

Kr-rich'd with ornaments of pureft gold. 

And thus attir'd, her chariots flic afcends. 

And, Cyprus left, her fliglit to Troy flie bends. 

On Ida flie alights, then fceks the feat 
Which lov'd Anchile;? chofu for his retreat : 
And ever as flie walkM through lawn or wood, 
Piomifcuous herds of bealts admiring flood, 
Some humbly follow, while Tome fawning meet. 
And lick^he ground, and crouch beneath her feet. 
Dogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite. 
And the fwift panther flops to gaze with fix'd delight. 
For, ever}' glance flie gives, foft fire imparts. 
Enkindling fweetdeflre in iavage hearts. 
Inflam'd with love, all Angle out their mates. 
And to their fliady dens each pair retreats. 

Meantime the tent fhe fpies fo much defu-'d. 
Where her Ancliiibs was alone retir'd ; 

Witii- 
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Withdrawn from all his friends and fellovv-fwains, 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and fought the plains : 
In pleafing folitude the youth (he found. 
Intent upon his lyre^s harmonious found. 
Before his eyes Jove's beauteous daughter (lood. 
In form and drefs, a huntrcfs of the wood ; 
For had he feen the goddefs undifguis*d, 
The youth with awe and fear had been furpriz*4» 
Fix'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 
To fee a nymph fo bright, and fo attir'd. 
For from her flowing robe a luftre fpread, 
As if with radiant flames (he were array 'd; 
Her hair in part difclos'd, in part conceal'd. 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held ; 
"With various gold and gems her neck was grac'd, 
And orient pearls heav'd on her panting bread : • 
Snghtas the moon (he (hone, with (ilcnt light. 
And charmM his fenfc with wonder and delight. 
Thus while Anchifes gaz'd, through every \-qin 
A thrilling joy he felt, and pleafing pain. 
-At length he fpake— " All hail, ccleftial fair I. 
** Who humbly doft to vifit earth repair. 
** Whoe'er thou art, dcfcended from above, 
** Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, 
** All hail ! all honour (hall to ftiee be paid ,• 
•* Or art thou * Themis ? or the f blue-ey'd maid ! 
** Or, art thou faireft of the Graces three, 
-" Who with the gods (hare immortality ? 

•♦ The Goddcfo of Equity and Rij^ht. f Pallas. 
N 3 « Ol: 
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** Or elfe, fome nymph, the guardian of thcfe woods, 

" Thefe caves, thefe fruitful hills, or cryftal floods?" 

** Whoe'er thou art, in fome confpicuous field, 

'* I, to thy honour, will an altar build, 

** Where holy offerings I *11 each hour prepare ; 

** O prove but thou propitious to my prayer '. 

** Grant me, among the Trojan race, to prove 

** A patriot worthy of my country's lovej 

** BlefsM in myfelf, I beg I next may be 

** Plefs'd'in my children and pofterity : 

** Happy in health, long let me fee the fun, 

** And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done."" 

He faid.— Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply'd, 

*• Delight of human-kind, thy fex*s pride ! 

'* Honour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 

'* jSo goddefs blefs'd with immortality ; 

*' But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

« Orreus my father (you have heard the name) ' 

" Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lands, 

'* And all her towns and fortreflcs commands, 

<* When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 

** There was I nurs'd, and there your language 

« Then wonder not, if, tlius iaftrufted young, 

« I, like my own, can fpcak the Trojan tongue. 

*' In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold ; 

«* Why thusarriv'd, 1 fhall the caufe u^ifold. 

«< As late our fports we pra6tis'd on the plain, 

«< I and my fellow-nymph of Cynthia's train 

" Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crownd, 

*< And by admiring crowds encompafs'd round, 
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** Lo ! hovering o'er my head I faw the god 

** Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod : 

" Sudden he feiz'd, then bore me from their fights 

** Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight. 

** O'ep many flates and peopled towns we pafs'd, 

*♦ O'er hills and valleys, and o'er dcferts walle; 

** O'er barren moors, and o'er unwholefomc fens, 

** And woods where bcafts inhabit dreadful dens. 

** Through alt which pathkfs way our fpecd was fuch, 

** We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 

** Meantime he told me, while through air we fled, 

" That Jove ordain'd 1 fliould Anchiies wed, 

** And with illuftrious offspring blels his bed: 

" This faid, and pointing to me your abode, 

«' To heaven again up-foar'd the fwift-wing'd God ; 

** Thus, of ncceflity, to you 1 come, 

** Unknown, and lofl:, far from my native home. 

" But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 

" By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 

" By your good parents (for no bad could e'er 

" Produce a fbn fo graceful, good, and fair) ; 

" That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 

** But let me hence an untouch'd maid depart 5 

" Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 

*' Let me be to your houfe and mother led. 

** Me to your father and your brothers fliow, 

** And our alliance firft let them allow : 

•* Let me be known, and my condition own'd, 

** And no unequal match I may be found. 

>I 4 *< Equality 
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•• Equality to them my birth may claim , 
" Worthy a daughter's or a fifter's name, 
•* Though for your wife, of too inferior fame. 
•* Next, let ambafladors to Phrygia hafte, 
•* To tell my father of my fortunes pafs'd, 
'* And eafe my mother in that anxious ilate, 
•• Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create, 
•* They in return (hall prefents bring from thencf 
" Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe : 
•• You in peculiar Ihall with gifts be graced, 
•• In price and beauty far above the reft. 
'* This done, perform the rites of nuptial lov#^ 
•* Grateful to men below, and Gods above.** 
5he (aid, and from her eyes (hot fubtle fires^ 
Which to his heart infinuate deHres. 
Refiftlefs love invading thus his brcaft, 
Ihe panting youth the fmiling queen addrefs -d ? 
** Since mortal you, of mortal mother camt;, 
" And Otreus vou rejx)rt your father^s name ; 
** And fiRce th* immortal Hermes from above, 
** To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
** Your wondrous beauties hither has convey'd^ 
•• A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead : 
'* Know, now, that neither gods nor men have powec 
*' One minute te defer ehe happy hour, 
** This inlWnt will I feiz^ upon thy charms, 
«* Mix with thy foul, and melt within thy arms t 
•* Though Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, 
** 5(oo4 ready to transfix my panting heait i 

« Thougb 
3 
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Though Death, though Hell, in confequence attend^ 

Thou (halt with me the genial bed afcend/' 

He (aid, and fudden fnatch'd her beauteous hand ^ 
'he goddefs fmii'd, nor did th' attempt withftand : 
ut 6x'd her eyes upon the hero's bed, 
(There ibft and iilken coverlets were fpread, 
ind over all a counterpane was plac*d, 
'hick ibwn with furs of many a favage beaft^ 
If bears and lions, heretofore his fpoil r 
Lnd ftill rediain*d the trophies of his toil. 

Now to afccnd the bed they both prepare, 
Lnd he with eager hafle difrobes the fair. 

Her fparkling necklace, firft, helaidafide; 
!er bracelets next, and braided hair unty'd : 
ind now, his bufy hand her zone unbrac'd, 
/hich girt her radiant robe around her wade | 
er radiant robe at laft afide was thrown, 
/^hofe rofy hue with dazzling luftre (hone. 

The Queen of Love the youth thus difarray'd^ 

nd on a chair of gold Ikt vedraents laid. 

nchifes now (fo Jove and fate ordain'd), 

he fwect extreme of ecftafy attained j 

nd mortal he, was like th' immortals blcfs'd^ 

ot confcious of the goddefe he pofiefs'd. 

But when the Twain s their flocks and herds had fed,'^ 
.nd from the flowery field returning, led 
lieir fheep to fold, and oxen to the ihed; 
1 foft and pleaiing chains of ileep profoundi 
'he W3ry goddefs her Anchiles bound i 
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*hen gently riling from his Me and bed, 

n all her bright attire her limbs array'd. 

And now, her fair-cro\vn*d head aloft (he rears. 
Nor more a mortal, but hcrfelf appears : 
Her face refulgent, and majeftic mien, 
Confefs'd the goddefs, Love's and Beauty's Queen. 

Then thus, aloud, llie calls : ** Anchifcs, wake 
** Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfakc : 
** Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, 
** Behold me well— fay, if I feem the fame.** 

At her firft call, the chains of ileep were broke, 
And, ftarting from his bed, Anchifcs woke : 
But when he Venus viewed without difguiie. 
Her fhining neck beheld, and radiant eyes j 
Aw'd and abafh'd, he tumM his head afide. 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confai'd with wonder, and with fear opprcfs*d. 
In winged words, he thus the Queen addrefs'd : 

" When firft, O Goddefs, I thy form beheld, 
•* Whofc charms fo far humanity excell'd j 
** To thy ccleftial power my vows I paid, 
** And with humility implor'd thy aid : 
*' But thou, for fecret caufc to me unknown, 
** Didft thy divine immortal Hate difown, 
** But now, 1 beg thee by the filial love 
** Due to thy father, ilCgis-bcaring Jove, 
** Companion on my human ftatt; to Ihow ; 
•* Nor let me le?.d a life infirm below j 
** Defend me from the woes which mortals wa 
•* Nor let me iharc of men the commou fate • 
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Since never man with length of days was blcft, 
Who ia delights of love a deity poflefs'd." 
To hivfi, Jove*s beauteous daughter thus replied : 
Be bold, Anchifes ; in my love conEde : 
Nor me, nor other God, thou need 'ft to fear. 
For thou to all the heavenly race art dear. 
Know, from our lo'-ec, thou (halt a fon obtain. 
Who over all the realm of Troy (hall reign j 
From whom a race of monarchs ihall defccnd. 
And whofe pofterity ihall know no end. 
To him thou (halt the name iEncas ji;ive, 
As one, for whofe conception I muft grieve. 
Oft as I think, he to exift began 
From my conjunftion with a mortal man." 
But Troy, of all the habitable earth,, 

^o a fupcrior race of men gives birth ; 

'roducing heroes of th' aethcrialkind, 

Lnd next refembling gods in form and mind. 
From thence great Jove to azure fkies conveyed 

i'o live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 

Vhere, by th* immortals honour'd (ftrange to feel) 

i'he youth enjoys a blefs'd eternity. 

n bowls of gold he ruddy nei^r pours, 

ind Jove regales in his unbended hours. 

<ong did the King, his (ire, his abfence mourn, 

)oubtful by whom, or where, the boy wa« borne t 

rill Jove at length, in pity of his grief, 

)ifpatch*d Argicidcs to his relief ; 

Vnd, more >vith gifts to pacify his mind, 

le ferit him horfcs of a deathlefs kind, 

Vhofe feet outftript in fpeed the rapid wind. 

Charging 
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Charging wirhal fwift Hermes to relate 
The youth's advancement to a heavenly ffate » 
Where all his hours are pafs'^d in cireFmg joy^. 
Which age can ne'er decay, nor death deftroy. 
Now, when this embaffy the King receives^ 
No noore for abfent Ganymede he grieves s 
The pteaAng news his aged heart revives. 
And with delight his fwift-heel'd ftecds he drives* 

*' But when the golden-thron'd Aurora made 
** Tithonus partner of htr rofy bed, 
<* (Tithonus too was of the Trojan line, 
** Refembling gods in face and form divine) 
•♦ For him (he ftrait the thunderer addrefs'd, \ 

«* That with perpetual life he might be blefs'd : I 
** Jove heard her prayer, and granted her requeft. J 
" But ah ! howrafh was fhe, how indifcreet! 
•* The moft material blciiing to omit ; 
•* Neglc6h*ng, or not thinking to provide, 
** That length of days might be with ftrcngth fuppliedj 
** And to her lover's endlefs life, engage 
*• An endlefs youth, incapable of age. 
** But hear what fate befell this heavenly fair, 
•* In gold enthroned, the brighteft child of air. 
** Tithonus, while of pleafmg youth pofrefsM, 
** Is by Aurora with delight carcfs'd ; 
*' Dear to her arms, he in her court refides, 
** Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utmoil tides* 

" But when (he faw grey hairs begin to fpread, 
-** Deform his beard> and difadora his head^ 
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' The goddtfs cold in her embraces grew. 
His arms declinM, and from his bed withdrew ; 
Yet ftill a kind of nuHing care (he (how'd, 
' And food ambrofial, and rich cloaths beftow*d i 
But when of age he felt the fad extreme, 
And eTery nerve wa«j flirunk, and limb was Izrntp 
Lock'd in a room her ufelefs fpoufe (he left. 
Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft. 
On terms like thtfe, I never can dc(ire 
Thou (hould*ft to immortality afpire, 
«* Could'ft thou indeed, as now thou art, rem!iin» 
Thy flrength, thy btairty, and thy youth retain, 
Could'ft thou forever thus my hulband prove, 
I might live happy in thy endlcfs love ; 
Nor ihould I e'er have caufe to dread the day, 
■ When I muft mourn thy lofs and life's decav. 

* But thou, alas ! too foon and fure muft bend 

* Beneath the woes w hich painful age attend ; 

* Inexorable age'! whofe wretched (late 

* All mortals dread, and all immortals hate. 

'* Now, know, I alfo muft my portion (hare, 
" And fpr thy (ake reproach and (hame muft bear. 

* For I, who hereto^'o!e in chains of love 

' Could captivate the minds of gods above, 
' And force them, by my all-fubduirg charms, 
To (igh and languifb in a woman's arms : 
Muft now no more that power fuperior boaft. 
Nor tax with weaknefs the celeftial hoft ; 
Smce I myfelf tliis dear amends have made, 
i^ndam atlaft by my own arts betray 'd. 

" Erring 
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** Erring like them, with appetite deprav'dy 
•* This hour, by thee, I have a fon conceiv'4 ; 
** Whom hidjbcncath my zone, I muft conceal, 
** Till Time his being and my ftiame reveal. 

** Him (hall the nymphs who thcfe fair woods a4oa 
*^ In their deep bofoms nurfe, as foon as bom j 
** They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
** Are faid to fpring, yet on Ambrofia feed, 
'* And long they live, and oft in chorus joia 
** With gods and goddelTes in dance divine. 
** Thefe the Sileni court' ; thefe Hermes lovcf, 
** And their embraces feeks in fhady groves. 
** Their origin and birth thefe nymphs deduce 
** From common parent earth's prolific juice ; 
** With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brow, 
** Or ample- fpreading oaks at once they growj 
** All have their trees allotted to their care, 
** Whofe growth, duration, and decreafe they (hare. 
** But holy arc thefe groves by mortals held, 
** And thei-cfore by the ax are never fell'd. 
*' But when the fate of Ibme fair tree draws nigh, 
*' It firft appears to droop, and then grows dry j 
** The bark to crack and perifli next is feen, 
** And lad the boughs it flicds, no longer green : 
•* And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
" And live and die coaeval with their trees. 

** Thefe gentle nymphs, by my perfualion won, 
** Shall in their fweet recefles nurfe my fon ; 
** And when his checks with youth's firft blufhes gloWi 
** To thee the facred maids the boy Ihall ihow. 

•« More 
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inftru^^ thee, wben five years Ihall end, 
ro vifit tiiec dcfcend, 
V tfeaureous Ton to charm thy fight, 
ike form Ihall fill thee with delight ; 
leave thenceforward to thy care, 
lat with him thou to Troy repair: 
iquiry fhall be made, to know 
Iwu doft fo bright an offspring owe ; 
>u nothing of the truth deleft, 
nfwer make as I direcV. 
Ivan nymph the fair youth came, 
Dpis call his mother's name, 
ft thou boaft the truth, and madly owa 
in blifs hadft Cytherea known, 
his anger pour upon thy head, 
venging thunder ftrike thee dead, 
told thee, and juft caution given, 
ou, and dread the wrath of heaven." 
nd fudden (bar'd above his fight, - 
gh liquid air her heavenward flight. 
)right Cyprian Queen ! thee firft I praiic^ 
; other power transfer my lays. 
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AN 

E TO THE SUN, 
the N E W - Y E A R, 1:07. 

' Augur, & fulgente decorus arcu 

< Phoebus acceptufque novem Camaeais, 

< Qui (klutari levat arte fdTos 
' Corporis artus ; 

< Altenim in Luftrum nveliufque femper 

' Proroget serum." HoR. 

I. 

rIN, oileftial fource of light, 
gild the new-revolving fphere ; 
rom the pregnant womb of night, 
m to birth the infant year. 

O3 Rick 
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Rich with aufpicious luftre rife. 
Thou faireft regent of the iki^s, 
Confpicuous with thy filver bow ! 
To thee, a god, 'twas given by Jov« 
To riile the radiant orbs above, 
To.Gioriao3 this below. 

11. 

With joy retiew thy ddlin'd rdc^ 
And let the mighty months begin : 
Let no ill omen doud thy face, 
Through all thy circle fmile ferene. 
While the ftem mrnifters of fate 
Watchful o'er pale Lutetia wait. 
To grieve the Gaul's perfidious head ; 
The hours, thy offspring heavenly fair. 
Their whitefl: wings fhould ever wear^ 
And gentle joys on Albion fhed. 
III. 

When Ilia bore the future fates of Rome, 
And the long honours of her race began. 
Thus, to prepare the graceful age to come. 
They from thy ftoics in happy order ran. 
Heroes ele£lcd to the lift of fame, 
Fix'd the five columns of herrifing ftatc ? 
Till the loud triumphs of the Julian name 
Rendered the glories of her reign compleat, / 

Each year ad van c'd a rival to the reft* 
In comely ipoils ol war, and great atchiipvcmCDtt ^ 



ODE TO THE SUN. f^ff 

I. 

', Phoebus, for thy fearching eye 
lome the darling child of fate, 
1 nothlDg equal here could vie 
sngth with her imperious ftate ; 
• high virtues there did reign 
ed in a nobler fhain, 

in fair Albion thou hail feen : 
n her demi-gods conipare 

trophies for fuccefsful war, 
lofe that rife for Albion's Queen ! 

IL 
hen Albion firft majcftic fhew'd 
o'er the circling feas her head, 
he great Father fmiling viewed, 
thus to bright Viftoria faid : 
f ul of Phlegra's happy plain, 
^hich, fair nymph, you fix'd my reign, 
ille to you' fhall facred be ; 
and fhall hold the rightful fcale, 
crowns be vanquifli'd, or prevail, 
rloriana fhall decree. 

III. 

^oria triumph in thy great increafe ! 

joy the Julian ftem the Tyber claims, 
ig Ammon's might the Granic waves confefs j 
Heber had a Mars, a Churchill Thames : 

Sovereign of the flreams ! thy rapid tide, 
bid thy brother floods revere the Queen, 
fe voice the hero's happy hand eftiploy'd 
ve the Danube^ and fubdue the Seine j 

O 4 And, 



And, boldly juft to Glonana*s fame. 
Exalt thy filver urn, and duteous homage claims 
I. 

Advanc'd to thy meridian height, 
On earth, great God of Day, look down : 
Let Windfor entertain thy fight. 
Clad in fair emblems of renown : 
Jlnd whilft in radiant pomp appear 
The names to bright Vi6loria dear, • 

Intent the long proceflion view : 
Confefs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was dcck'd with more. 
Than Ihe confers on Churchiirs brow. 
II. 

But oh J withdraw thy piercing rays. 
The nymph anew begins to moan, « 
Viewing the much-lamented fpace. 
Where late lier warlike William ihonc : 
There fix'd by her officious hand. 
His fword and fceptre of command 
To deathlefs fame adopted reft : 
Kor wants three to compleat her woe, 
Plac'd with refpeftful love below. 
The ftar that beam'd on Gloucefter*s breaft. 
III. 

O Phoebus ! all thy faving power employ^ 
Long let our vows avert the deftin'd woe. 
Ere Gloriana re-afcends the iky. 
And leaves a land of orphans here below ! 



jOde to the sun. *n. 

vhen (fo Heaven ordains !) her fmiling ray 

i^ilh'd o'er the balance (hall preAde, 

ft future kings her ancient fccptre fway, 

hor mild influence all their councils guide : 

Ibion ever conftant in her love, 

>\«reign8 here the beft, the brighteft ftar abore. 

I. 
lawlefs power, reclaim'd to right, 
nrtue rais'd by pious arms. 
Ibion be thy feir delight, 
hield her fafe from threaten'd harms; 
flowers and fruit her bofom fill, 
urel rife on every hill 
as the firft on Daphne's brow t 
ft her tuneful fons to fing, 
make each vale with Paeans ring, 
enheim and Ramillia due. 

II. 
ire of bright eternal fame, 
bappy wing the Theban Iwaa 
•ing from Pifa's iacred ftream, 
i by thee the fong began : 
gh defarts of unclouded light, 
he harmonious took his flight, 
)ds conilrain'd the founding fpheres : 
Dvy darts her pige in vain, 
libx of his worth to flain, 
fwing whiter with his years. 

Bftt 
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Buty Phoebusy god of numbers, high to nuft 
The honours of thy art, and heavenly lyre. 
What Mufe is deftin'd to our fovereign's prai(^ 
Worthy her afts, and thy informing fire ? 
To him> for whom this ipringing laurel growif 
Eternal on the topmoft heights of fame. 
Be kind, and all thy Helicon difcloie ; 
And all intent on Gloriana's name, 
Let filence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air, 
As when to vi£b>r Jove thou fung*ft the giants m 
I. 

In fure records each fhining deed^ 
When faithful Clio fets to view, 
Pofterity will doubting read, 
And fcarce believe her annals true : • 
The Mufes toil with art to raife 
Fi£titiou$ monuments of praife, 
When other a6lions they rehearfe ; 
But half of Gloriana's reign. 
That fo the reft may credit gain. 
Should pafs unregifter'd in verfe. 
XL 

High on its own eftabliih*d bafs 
Prevailing virtue's pleas'd to rife ; 
Divinely deck'd with native grace^ 
Rich in itfelf with folid joys : 
Ere Gloriana on the throne, 
Quitting for Albion's reft her own. 
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1 types of regal power was feen s 
^itii fair pre-eminence confeft 
triumphed in a private bread, 
kud made the Princefs more than Qjieen, 

III. 
O Phoebus ! would thy godhead not refofe 
his humble incenfe, on thy altar laid ; 
/^ould thy propitious ear attend the Mufe, 
liat fuppliant now invokes thy certain aid ; 
/ith Mantuan force I'd mount a (Ironger gale^ 
nd iing the parent of her land, who fhrove 
* exceed the tranfports of her people's zeal, 
rith afts of mercy, and majeftic love j 
y fate, to fix Britannia's empire, given 
he guardian power of earth, and public care of heaven^ 

I. 
Then, Churchill, fhould the Mufe record 
he conquefts by thy fword atchievM j 
uiet to Belgian dates reflor'd, 
nd Aufhian crowns by thee retrieved* 
nperious Leopold confefs'd 
is hoary majefty diftrefs'd ; 

arms, to arms, Bavaria calls, 

or with lefs terror fhook his throne 
han when the rifing crefcent ihone 
lalignant o*er his fbatter'd walls. 

The warrior led the Britons forth 
a foreign fields to dare their fate ; 
iftinguifk'd fouls of fhining worthy 

1 war unknowing to retreat : ThoUf 
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Thou, Phoebus, (aw*ft the hero's face. 
When Mars had breathM a purple grace. 
And mighty fury fiU'd his breaft : 
How like thyfelf, when to deftroy 
The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ. 
Fierce with thy golden quiver dreft ! 
III. 

Sudden, whilft banifli*d from his native land, 
Red with difhoneft wounds Bavaria moum'd. 
The Chief, at Gloriana's high command. 
Like a rouz*d lion to the Maes returned ; 
With vengeful fpced the Britifh fword he drew, 
Unus'd to grieve his hoft with long delay ; 
Whilft wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew y 
As when the morning liar reftores the day, 
The wandering ghofts of twenty thoufand flain 
Fleet Allien to the (hades from Blenheim's moumfulplain. 
I. 

Britannia, wipe thy dufty brow. 
And put the Bourbon laurels on ; 
To thee deliver'd nations bow, 
And blefs the fpoils thy wars have won* 
For thee Bcllona points her fpear. 
And whilft lamenting mothers fear. 
On high her lignal torch difplays ; 
But when thy fword is (heath'd, again 
Obfequious ihe receives thy chain. 
And fmooths her violence of face. 

n. Parent 
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Parent of anns ! for ever Hand 
With large increafe of fame rever'd, 
Whilft arches to thy iaving hand 
On Danube's grateful banks arc rear'd. 
£ugene, infpir'd to war by thee, 
Aufbnia's weeping fiates to free. 
Swift on th' imperial eagle flies ; 
Whilft, bleeding, frop his azure bed 
Th' aflerted Iber lifts his head, 
And fafe his Auflrian lord enjoys. 
III. 

I Britannia ! fix 'd on foreign wars, 
Guiltlefs of civil rage extend thy name : 
The waves of utmoil ocean, and the flars, . 
Are bounds but equal to thy ibvereign*s fame. 
With deeper wrath. thy viftor lion roars. 
Wide o'er the fubjefb world difiufing fear, 
Whilil Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace implores ^. 
So Earth, transfix'd by fierce Minerva*s fpear, 
A gentler birth obedient did difcloie; 
And fudden from the wound eternal olives rofe. 

I. 

When with eftabli(h'd freedom blefs'd. 
The globe to great Alcides bow'd. 
Whole happy power reliev'd th* opprefs'd 
From lawlefs chains, and check'd the proud ; 
Mature in fame, the grateful goda 
Receiv*d him to their bright abodes : 

Whew 
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Where Hebe crown'd his blooming joyt | 
Garlands the willing Mufes wove, 
And each with emulation ftrore 
T' adorn the Churchill of the ikiet. 
II. 

For Albion's Chief, ye facrcd Nine ! 
Your harps with generous ardour fbringy 
With Fame's immortal trumpet join. 
And fafe beneath his laurel fing : • 
When clad in vines the Seine (hall glide. 
And duteous in a fmoother tide 
To Britifh Seas her tribute yield ; 
Wakeful at Honoinr's flirine attend, 
And long with living beams defend 
From night, the warrior's votive fliield. 
III. 

And, Woodftock, let his dome exalt thy Same, 
Great o'er thy Norman ruins be reftor'd ; 
Thourthat with pride doft * Edward's cradle claim, 
Keccive an equal hero for thy lord : 
Whilft every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of conqucft wears, 
And all thy walls are drefs'd with mingled fpoils, 
Gather'd on fam'd Ramillia and Poiftiers, 
High on thy tower the grateful flag difplay. 
Due to thy Queen's reward, and Blenheim's gloriousda 

♦ The Black Prince. 

FLOR] 
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FLORELIO4 
A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of the late 

ARQJJIS OF BLAND FORD^ 

SK not the caufe why all the tuneful fwains, 
^ Who U8*d to fill the vales with tender ftrains, 
leep^efpair negle6l the warbling reed, 
d all their bleating flocks refufe to feed. 
: not why greens and flowers fo late appear 
cloath the glebe, and deck the fpringing year ; 
ly founds the lawn with loud laments and crieS|^ 
i fwoln with tears to floods the rivulets rife : 
: fair Florelio now has left the plain, 
1 is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britifli (waia^ 
or thee, lov'd youth ! on every vale and lawn, 
: nymphs and all thy fellow. ihepherds moaiu 
: little birds now ceafe to iing and love, 
Qt they lit, and droop on every grove : 
mounting lark now warbles on the wing> 
linnets chirp to chear the fullen ijpring : 
y the n\elancholy turtles coo, 
1 Philomel by night repeats her woe. 
:harmer of the ihades ! the talc prolong, 
let the iQioming interrupt thy fong : 

. Or 
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Or foftly tunc thy tender notes to mine. 

Forgetting Tereus, make my forrows thine. 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

A nd is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britifli fwaui. 

Say, all ye (hades, where late he us'd to reft, 
If e'er your beds with lovelier fwain wereprcft ; 
Ray, all ye filverftreams, if e*er ye bore 
The image of fo fair a face before. 
Rit now, ye ftreams, aflift me whilft I mount. 
For never muft the lovely fwain return 5 
And, as thefe flowTng tears increafe your tide, 
O, murmur for the Ihepherd as ye glide : 
Be fure, ye rocks, while I my grief difclofe^ 
Let your fad echoes kngthen out my woes : 
Ye breezes, bear the plaintive accent on, 
And, whifpering, tell the woods Florelio's gone. 
For ever gone, and left the lonely plain, 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiikrwaub 

Ripe ftra-wberries for thee, and peaches grew, 
Ssveet to the tafte, and tempting red to view. 
For thee the rofe put fweeter purple on, 
Preventing, by her hafte, the fummer-fun» 
But now the flowers all pale and blighted lie. 
And in cold fweats of fickly mildew die. 
Korean the bees fuck from the flirrvel'd blooms 
^therial fwcets, toftore their golden combs. 
Oft' on thy lips they would their labour leave^ 
And fweeter odours from thy mouth receive r 
Sweet as the breath of Flora, when flie lies 
In jafmine fhades> and for young Zephyr figho.. 

e But 
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thoie lips are cold ; relendefs death 

I'd idieh: charms^ and flopt thy balmy breath. 

;sy where Cupid tlpp*d his darts with fire^ 

lied in the coldefl nymphs defire> 

'their beams, in everlafting night 

d, and give us woes as once delight ; 

f dear youtli, haft left the lonely plain, 

le grief, who wcrt the grace, of every Briti(h fwaia. 

lis bower the dying fhepherd lay, 

lerd yet fo young, and once fo gay ! 

phs that fwim the ftream, and range the wood^ 

it the flowery meads, around him Hood. 

rs down each fair cheek unbounded fell, 

le galp*d, they gave a fad farcwcl. 

ey cry'd, as fleeping flowers are clos'd 
be thy dear eyes by death composM : 

^11 may thy young beauties have, 

:n flumbers wait thee in the grave : 
hearle with garlands we'll adorn, 
young nightingales for thee to mourn ; 

the blooms, the flocks the bladed grain, 

ert thou bclov'd by every Iwain. 

phcrds, come, perform the funeral due,# 

; ever good and kind to you : 

nootlicH: beech, iji every grove, 

I charafVers record your love. 

memory of Adonis flain, 

the youth the Syrian maids complain, 

to rtcord the guilty day, 

ly bleeding purple ftains the (ea t 

P . .. S# 
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So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our woe, 

And bid thy flream in plaintive murmurs flow: , 

Thy head with thy own willow boughs adorn. 

And with thy tears lupply the frugal urn. 

The fwains their ihecp, the nymphs (liall leave the lawny 

And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 

His mother, while they there lament, (hall be 

The queen of love, the lov'd Adonis he : 

On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 

And he too like Adonis in his fate ! 

Fqr frefhin fragrant youth he left the plan, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiflifwain. 

No mors the nymphs, that o'er the brooks prefide, 
Drcfs their gay beauties by the cryftal tide ; 
Nor fly the wintery winds, nor fcorching fun, 
Now he, for whom they ftrove to charm, is gone. 
Oft* they beneath their reedy coverts %h'd, 
And look'd, and long'd, and for Florelio dy'd. 
Of him they fang, and with foft ditties llrovc 
To footh the pleaiing agonies of love. 
But now they roam, diftraftcd with defpair. 
And cyprcfs, twin'd with mournful willows, wear. 
7'hus, hand in hand, around his grave they go. 
And faffron-buds and fading lilies ftrow. 
With fprigs of myrtle mix*d, and fcattering cry, 
So fweet and foft the fhepherd was ! fo foon decreed todic 1 
There frefh, in dear remembrance of their woes. 
His name the young anemonies difclofe : 
Nor ftrangc they Ihould a double grief avow, 
Then Venus wept, and Pallorella now. 

& Breathe 
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:he foft, ye winds ! long let them paint the plain, 
jit, untouch' J by every paifing fwain. 
when, ye nymphs, to make the garlands gay, 
which ye crown the Miikefs of the May : 
all thefe flowtrs to bind her temples take, 
ick them gently for Florclio's fake ! 
ivhcn through W'ooditock's green rct.eats ye flray, 
lthrop*s flowciy vales invite to plav j 
vhich young Paftorella's beauties bring 
m early, and improve the fpring ; 
1 evening gales attentive Hlcnce keep, 
leaven its balmy dew begins to weep, 
: foft fall of every warbling ftream, 
^our iad airs, and bkfs the Ihcpherd's name : 
to the tender lute attune your woe, 
: hyacinths and myrtles round ye grow. 
y Sylvanus ever 'tend your bowers, 
Zephyr brufh the mildew from the flowers ! 
1 tie fwans from Cam and Ifis Hafte, 
melodious choir to breathe their laft. 
in, Colin, could I there complain 
hee, when young Philifides was flain ! . 
fweet frequenter of the Mufcs' ftream ! 
lave I not thy voice, or tliou my theme ? 
;h weak my voice, though lowly be my lays, 
hall be facred to the fliepherd's praife : 
n my voice, to him my lays belong, 
right Myrtilla now muft live unfung z 
le, whofe artlefs beauty blefs'd me more 
:ver fwain was bicfs'd by nympU belore; 

P a White 
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While every tender figh to feal our blifs, 

Brought a kind vow, and every vow a kifs : 

Fair, chafte, and kind, yet now no more can movty 

So much my grief is ftrongcr than my love : 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bntifhfwaliu 

As when fome cruel hind has l)ome away 
The turtle's neft, and made the young his prey. 
Sad in her native grove (he fits alone. 
There hangs her wings, and murmurs out her moan* 
So the bright fhepherdefs, who bore the boy. 
Beneath a baleful yew does weeping lie; 
Nor can the fair the weighty woe fuftain, 
But bends, like rofes crufli'd with falling rain j 
]>Jor from the iilcnt earth her eyes removes, 
That, weeping, languifh like a dying dove's. 
Not fuch her look (fevere reverfe of fate !) 
When little Loves in every dimple fate j 
And all the Smiles delighted to refort 
On the calm heaven of her foft checks to fport: 
Soft as the clouds mild April evenings wear. 
Which drop frcfh flowrets on the youthful year. 
The fountain's fall can't lull her wakeful woes, 
Kor poppy-garlands give the nymph repole : 
Through prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves. 
O'er hilis and dales, and craggy cliit:, (he roves. 
And when flie fpies, beneath fome filent ihade, 
The daifies prefs'd, where late his limbs were laid, 
To the cold print there clofe fhe joins her face, 
And all with gxilhing tcar^ bedews the grafs. 

4 That 
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Tbere with loud plaints (he wounds the pitying iki€S| 

And, oh ! return, my lovely youth, ihe cries ; 

Ketum, Florelio, with thy wonted charms 

Fill the foft circle of my longing arms.— . 

Cea(e, fair affliftion, ceafe ! the lovely boy 

In Death's cold arms muft pale and breathlefs He. 

The Fates can never change tlieir fii-ft decree, 

Or fure they would have chang'd this one for thee. 

Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal moan, 

Ceres her daughter \o^t and thou thy fon. 

Thy fbn for ever now has left the plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiili (^'ain. 

Adieu, ye raolTy caves, and fhady groves, 
Once happy fcenes of our fuccefsful loves : 
Ye hungry herds, and bleating flocks, adieu ? 
flints be your beds, and browze the bitter yew. 
Two lambs alone fhall be my charge to feed. 
Tor yearly on his grave two lambs (hall bleed. 
This pledge of Lifting love, dear fhade, receive. 
^Tis all, alas, aihcphcrd's love can give ! 
5ut grief from its own power will fee mc free, 
"Will fend me foon a willing glioll: to thcc ; 
Croptin the flowery fpiing of youth, I'll go 
With hafty joy to wait thy IhaJc below : 
In ever-fragrant meads, and jalmine-l)0wer» 
We'll dwell, and all Klyfium fliall be <,ui?. 
Where citron groves ethereal odours bicathe, 
-And ftreams of flowing cryftal purl liencatli j 
"VVhcre all are ever young, and heavenly fair, 
•As here above thy lifter Ci races arc. 

P 3 AN 
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I. 

TTTHAT art thou. Life, whofe ftay wc court? 

What is thy rival death we fear ? 
Since wc *rc but fickle Fortune's fpoit. 
Why fliould (hewifh t' inhabit here, 
And think the race we find fo rough too fhoit? 

II. 
While in the womb we forming lie. 
While yet the lamp of life difplays 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays, 
New ifluing from Non-entity ; 
The (hell of flefli pollutes with fin 
Its gem, the foul, juft entered in ; 
And, by tranfmitted vice defil'd, 
The fiend commences with the child. 

III. 
In this dark region future fates arc bred. 

And mines of fccret ruin laid : 

Hot fevers here long kindling lie, 

Prepared with flaming whips to rage. 

And la(h on lingering deftiny. 
Whene'er excefs has fir*d our riper age. 
Here brood in infancy the gout and ftone. 
Fruits of our fathers' follies, not our ovim. 
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£v'n witli our nourifhment we death receive. 

For here our guiitlefs mothers give 

Poifcm for food when firft we live. 
Hence noifome humours * fweat through every pore, 
And blot us with an undiftinguifh'd fore : 
Nor, mov*d with beauty, will the dire difeafe 

Forbear on faultlefs forms to feize ; 

But vindicates the good, the gay. 

The wife, the young, its common prey. 
Fad all, ccnjoin'd in one, had power to favc. 
The Mufts had not wept o'er Blandford's grave. 
IV. « 

The fpark of pure a'therial light 

That actuates this fleeting frame, 
Darts through the cloud of flelh a fickly flame. 
And feems a glow-worm in a winter-night. 

But man would yet look wondrous wife. 

And equal chains of thought devife ; 

Intends his mind on mighty fchemes. 

Refutes, defines, confirms, declaims j 

And diagram.s he draws, V explain 

Thfc learn'd chimeras of his brain j 
And, with imaginary wifdom proud, 
Thinks on the goddefs while he clips the cloud. 

V. 
Through Error's mazy grove, with fruitlefs toil, 

Perplex'd with puzzling doubts we roam j 

Falfe images our fight beguile. 

But ilill we ilumble through the gloom, 

* The fraall-pox. AjaA 
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And fcience feek, which ftill deludes the miad. 

Yet, more enamour'd with the lace. 
With difproportion'd fpeed we urge the chsce t 
In rain ! the various prey no bounds refiraias 
.Fleeting it only leaves, t* increaie our pain, 
A cold unfatisfying fcent behind. 
VI. 
Yet, gracious God ! prefumptnoos maa 
With random guefles makes pretence 
To found thy fearchlefs providence 
From which he firft began : 
Like hooded hawks we blindly tower, 
And circumfcribe, with fancy'd laws, thy powcfk 
Thy will the rolling orbs obey. 
The moon, preliding o'er the fea, 
.Governs the waves with equal Iway : 
.But man pervcrlc, and lawlcfs ftill, 
.Boldly runs counter to thy wjll i 
Thy patient thunder he defies ; 
Lays down falfe principles, and moves 
By what his vicious choice approves ; 
And, when he *s vainly wicked, tlnaks he 's wilet 
VII. 
Return, return, too long miflcd ! 
With filial fear adore thy God : 
Jim the vaft deep of heaven was fpread. 
Or body firft in fpace abode. 
Glories ineifable adom'd his head. 
Unnumber d feraphs round the burning throne. 
Sung to th' incoroprehenfibie Three-One : 

Yet 
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Yet then his clemency did pleafe 
With lower forms t' augment his train, 
And made thee, wretched creature, Man^ 
Probationer of happinefs. 
VIII. 

I the vaft ocean of his wonders here, 
We momentary bubbles ride, 

Tilly cruih'd by the tempeftuous tide, 
ak in the parent flood wc difappear : 
e, who fb gawdy on the waters lhone» 
)ud, like the ihowery bow, with beauties not our owiu 

IX. 
t, at the flgnal given, this earth and Tea. 

Shall let their fleeping vaflals free j 

And the belovM of God, 

The Faithful, and the Juft, 

Like Aaron's choien rod. 

Though dry, (hall bloflbm in the dufl : 

en, gladly bounding from their dark reftuaints^ 

e (kcletons (hall brighten into faints, 

d, from mortality refin'd, Ihall rife 

meet their Saviour coming in the (kies : 

:ru6led then by intuition, we 

II the vain efforts of our wifdom (ee j 
Shall then impartially confcis 

Our demon^ation was but guefs ; 

It Knowledge, which from human rcafon flo\vs^ 

Unlcfs Religion guide its courfe. 

And Faith, her fteady mounds oppofe, 

gnorance at beiL and often, woiie* 

PART 
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PART OP THE 

V 

FOURTEENTH CHAPTER OF ISAIAH 
PARAPHRASED. 

"^OW hasth* Almighty Father, feated high 
•^^ In ambient glories from th' eternal throne 
Vouchfaf 'd compalfion; and th* af3i£l:ive power 
Jfas broke, whofe iron fccptre long bad bruis'd 
The groaning nations. Now returning Peace, 
Dove-ey'd, and rob'd in white, the blilsful land 
Deigns to rc-vifit; whilil beneath her iteps 
The foil, with civil flaughter oft' mannr'd, 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their high tops 
The cedars wave, exulting o'er tliy fall, 
Whofe fteel from the tall monarch of the grove 
Scvcr'd the regal honours, and up tore 
The fcions blooming in the parent Ihade. 

When vehicled in flame, thou flow didfl pafs 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary realms 
With loud acclaim rccciv'd thee. Tyrants old 
(Gigantic forms, with human blood beimear'd) 
Rofc from their, thrones ; for thrones they ftill polTefsi 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
O emulous of our crimes, here doom'd to reign 
AfTociate of our woe ? Nor com*ft thou girt 
With livery 'd Haves, or bands of warrior-Jcnights, 
Which cril before thee floods a flattering crowd, 

Obfer^wt 
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Oblervant of thy brow ; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs, 
rhy^^anegyric cliaunt ; but, hufh'd in death. 
Like us thou ly*ft unwept ; a corfe obfcene 
With dul^, and preying worms, bare and defpoil'd 
Df ill-got-pomp. We hail thee our compeer ! 

How art thou with dim=nifh'd glory fall'n 
From thy proud zenith, fwift as meteors glide 
Aflope a fummcr-cve ! Of all the ftars 
Titled the firft and faireft, thou didft hope 
To fliare divinity, or Imply more, 
Elated as fupremc when o'er the North 
Thy bloody banners ftrcam'd, to rightful kings 
Portending ruinous downfal ; wondrous low. 
Opprobrious and dctcftcd ait thou thrown, 
Difrob'd of. all thy fplendors : round thee ftand 
The fwarming populace, and with fix'd regard 
Eyeing thee pale and breathlefs, fpcnd their rage 
In taunting fpcech, and jovial aik their friends, 
fs this The Mightv, whofe imperious yoke 
tVe bore reluftant, who to defert wilds 
\nd haunts of favages transform'd the marts, 
\nd capital cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 
3r exile on the peerage ? How becalmed 
The tyirantlies, whofe noftrils us'd to breathe 
Tempefts of wrath, and (hook eftablilh'd thrones ! 

In folemn flate the bones of pious kings, 
jather'd to their great fires, are fafe repos'd 
beneath the weeping vault : but thou, a branch 
flailed and curs'd by heaven, to dogs and fowls 

Art 
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Art doomed a banquet ; mingling ibme remains' 
With criminals unabfolv'd ; on all thy race 
Tranfmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domet 
Thy children ficulk erroneous and forioniy 
Fearing perdition, and for mercy fue 
With eyes i^lift, and tearful. From thy feed 
The fceptre heaven refumes, by thee ufurp'd 
By guile and force^ and Avay'd with lawlefs xage. 

VERSES ON THE UNION. 

TH E Gaul, intent on univcrfal fVvay, 
Sees his own fubjefts with conih'aint obey; 
And they who moft his rifing beams ador'd. 
Weep in their chains, and wifh another lord. 
But, if the Mufe not uninfpirM prefage, 
J ufticc (hall triumph o'er oppreflive rage : 
His power (hall be reclaim 'd to rightful laws^ 
And all, like Savoy, Ihall defert his caufe. 
So when to diftant vales an eagle fleers. 
His ficrcenefs not difarm'd by length of years ; 
From his ftretch'd wing he fees the feathers fly, 
Which bore hini to his empire of the fky. 

Unlike, great Queen, thy Ikps to deathlefs fam^j 
O bcft, O greateft of thy royal name ! 
Thy Britons, fam'd for arts, in battle brave. 
Have nothing now to cenfure, or to crave : 
Ev'n Vice and factious Zeal are lield in awe, 
Tiiy court a temple, and thy life a law, 

WhcB 



ON THE UNI ON. tst 

When cdg'd with terrors, by thy vengeful haod 

le fword is drawn to gore a guilty land { 

ly mercy cures the wound thy juftice gave, 

r 'tis thy lov'd prerogative to ^ave : 

id Vi£tory, to grace thy triumph, brings 

Ims in her hand, with healing in her wings. 

But as mild heaven on Eden's op'ning gems 

ftow*d the balmieft dews, and brighteft beama I 

, whilft remoteft climes thy influence fhare, 

Itain *s"the darling objeft of thy care : 

thy wife councils, and refiftlefs might, 

»road we conquer, and at home unite : 

fore thou bid 'ft the diftant battles ceafe^ 

by piety cements domeflic peace ; 

ipatient of delay to fix the iiate, 

by dove brings olive ere the waves abate. 

Hail, happy fifter-lands ! for ever prove 

vals alone in loyalty and love ; 

ndled from heaven, be your aufpicious flame 

5 lafting, and as bright, as Anna's fame ! 

od thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our toil, 

ith us divide the danger, and the fpoil : 

hen thy brave fons, the friends of Mars avow'd, 

ftcel around our Albion ftandards crowd ; 

hat wonders in tlie war fhali now be fliown 

' her, who fingle fhook the Gallic throne ! 

The day draws nigh, in which the warrior-queen 

all wave her union-croJQTes o'er the Seine : 

•uz'd with heroic warmtb unfelt before, 

:r lions with redoubled fury roar; 

And 
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And urging on to fame, with joy behold 
The woody walks in which they ranged of old. 
O Louis, Igng the terror of thy arms 
Has aw*d the continent with dwe alarms ; 
Exulting in thy pride, with hope to fee 
Empires and dates derive their power from thee; 
From Britain's equal hand the Icale to wreft. 
And r^ign without a rival o'er the weft : 
But now the laurels, by thy rapine torn 
From Bclgiam groves, in early triumphs borne; 
\Vithcr'd and kaflcls in thy winter (land, 
Expos'd a prey to every hoftile hand : 
By llran.i^e extremes of deftiny decreed 
To flourifh, and to fall with equal fpeed. 

So the young gourd, around the prophet's head 
With Iwift encreafe her fragrant honours fpreadj 
Beneath the growing fliade fecure he fate. 
To fee the towers of Ninus bow to fate : 
But, curs'd by heaven, the greens began to fade, 
And? fickening, fudden as they rofc, decay 'd. 



CUPID AND HYMEN, 

CUPID refign'd to Sylvia's care 
His bow, and quiver ftor'd with darts ; 
Commillioningthe matchlefs fair, 
To fill his ihrine with bleeding hearts. 



His 
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Tipirc thus fccur'd, he flies 
fpo^tamid th* Idalian grove ; 
I' fcather'd choirs proclaim'd the joys, 
d blefs*d the p'jcafing j^cA' er of love. 
;od their grateful fbngs engage, 
fpread his nets which Venus wrought; 
1: Hymen held the golden cage, 
keep fccurc the game they caught* ' 
i-arbicrs, brifk with genial flame, 
ift from the myrtle fiiades repair j 
ling captive each becnme, 
d fweetlier carol'd in the fnare. 
I Hymen had received the prey, 
Cytherea's fane they flew ; 
rdlefs, wli^le they wing'd their way, 
w iiillen all the fongflcrs grew. 
! no fprightly note is heard, 
: eacIiAvith filent grief confumes ; 
gh to celelllal food prefer'd, 
ey pining drop their painted plumes, 
I, afflitted at the change, 
beg her aid to Venus run ; 
eard the tale, nor thought it ftrangc, 
, fmiling, thus advis*d her Ton : 
ire grows languid with rellraint, 
s Nature's privilege to roam : 
rd not have your linnets faint, 
;ve Hymen with his cage at home, 

OLIVIA. 
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L 

OL I V I A*8 lewd, but looks devout. 
And fcripture-proofs (he throws about^ 

When firft you try to %vin her : 
iPull your fob of guineas out ; 
Fee Jenny firft, and never doubt 

To find the faint a finner. 

IL 
Baxter by day is her delight : 
No chocolate muft come in fight 

Before t\vo morning chapters : 
But, left the fpleen Ihould fpoil her quite| 
She takes a civil friend at night 

To raife her holy raptures. 
III. 
Thus oft' we fee a glow-worm gay. 
At large her fiery tail diiplay, 

Enconrag'd by the dark : 
And yet the fiillcn thing all day 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay, 

And hid the native fpark. 



TO 
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p A LADY, 

MNG BEFORE HER GLASS. 

I. 

obth and clear the fountain was 
I which his fiace NarciiTus ^y'd, 
^zing in that liquid glafs, 
• himfelf defpairM and dy*d i 
iloris, can you fafer fee 
^n perfeflions here than he. 

II. 
c before the mirror plays, 
h fome deceitful fwain has fet ; 
vith hcrfelf fhe fondly flays 
e deluded in the net. 
ly fuch frauds for you prepare, 
f the captive, and the fnare, 

IIL 
Joris, whilft you there review 
t graces opening in their bloom, 
low difeafe and age purfue, 
riper glories to confume : 
jhing you would wifli your glafs 
kew to Chloris what (he was. 

IV. 
le no more give Nature law, 

ree the youth your power enflaves ; 
m, like yours, bright Cynthia law 
died on the cryftal wares, 

Q^ Yet 
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Yet pm*d not all her charms above 

The pleafure of Endymion's love. ^ 

V. 
No longer let your glafs fupply 

Too juftan emblem of your breaft; 
Where oft' to my deluded eye 

Love's image has appear'd impreft 5 
But play'd fo lightly on your mind. 
It left no lailing print behind. 

TO THE SAME. 
READING THE ART OF LOVE. 

"f XT' H I L S T Ovid here reveals the various arts, 

^ ^ Both how to polifh, and dircft their darts. 
Let meaner beauties by his rule improve, 
And read thefe lines to gain fuccefs in love : 
But heaven alone; that multiplies our race. 
Has power t' increaie the conquells of your face. 
The Spring, before he paints the rifing flowers. 
Receives mild beams, and foft defcending fhowersj 
But love blooms ever frefh beneath your charms, 
Though neither Pity weeps, nor Kindnefs warms. 
The chiefs who doubt fuccefs, alTert their claim 
By ftratagems, and poorly fteal a name : 
The generous * Son of Jove, in open fight. 
Made bleeding Viftory proclaim his might : 

* Alexander. 

Like 
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•ike him refiftlefs, when you take the field 

•^ve founds the fignaly and the world mufl yield, 

THE FAIR NUN. 

A TALE. 

** — Ire per ignes, 
' £t gladios aufim. Neque ad hoc tamen ignibus ullis^ 
Aut gladiis opus eft j opus eft mihi crine. — '* 

Ovid. Met. Lib. viii. 

TT E fage Cartelians, who profefs 
^ " Ourfelves fwom foes to eroptinefs, 
ifert that fouls a tip-toe ftand 
•n what we call the Pineal Gland ; 
Ls weather-cocks on ipires are plac'd, 
To turn the quicker with each blaft. 

This granted, can you think it ftrangt 
Ve all fliould be fo prone to change j 
Vn from the go-cart till we wear 
i fattin cap i' th* elbow chair ? 
Tie follies that the child began, 
•uftom makes current in the man; 
Lnd firm by livery and feifin 
[olds the fee-fimple of his reafbn. 

But ftill the gufts of love we find 
low ftrongeft on a woman's mind ; 
br need I learnedly purfue 
"he latent caufe> th' effe£t is true, 



For proof of which, in manner ample, 
1 mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for fo my nurfe, 
Heaven reft her bones ! began difcourie) 
A lovely nymph, and juft nineteen. 
Began to languifh with the (pleen : 
She who had (hone at balls and play 
In gold brocade extremely gay. 
All on a fudden grew precife. 
Declaimed againft the growth of vice, 
A very Prude in half a year, 
And moft believ'd (he was (incere : 
Necklace of pearl no more Ihc wears. 
That's fanftify'd to count her prayers : 
Venus, and all her naked Loves, 
The reformado nymph removes ; 
And Magdalen, with faints and martyn, 
"iVas plac'd in their refpc6live quarters. 
Nor yet content, fhe could not bear 
The rankncfs of the public air, 
'Twas fo infefted with the vice 
Of lufcious fongs, and lovers' fighs : 
So moft devoutly would be gone, 
And ftrait profefs herfelf a Nun, 

A youth of breeding and addreis. 
And call him Thyrfis if you pleafe. 
Who had fome wealth to recompense 
His (lender divdend of (en(e ; 
Yet could with little thought and care 
W4te tender things to plcaie the fair ; 
a 
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fucceffivcly did grow 
alf-wit, a finidi'd beau ! 
thus naturally rife, 
)ts turn to butterflies) 
c. as flory telJs, before 
with madam an amour, 
refolving to purfue, 
tok the proper cue ; 
le wings of love he flies 
\bbefs in difguife, 
her he had brought th* advowfon 
id body to difpole on. 
ity, who nothing fear'd 
Its without a beard, 
profelyte, and fees, 
e fox among the gee(e. 
ty, wealth, and honour prove, 
iree to one, too weak for Love ; 
fcribe the war throughout 
ke a glorious piece no doubt, 
ral virtues might be flain, 
and fight, and fall again : 
d a bloody myrtle wear, 
Camilla, fierce and fair, 
hould charge. — But I forbear, 
lan joys, though Iweet in tailing, 
I (more*s the pity !) lafting : 
1 had qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
ers thought th' effects of zeal: 

0^3 But 
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But fhe, poor (he, began t6 doubt, 
(Beft knowing what ihe'd been about) 
The marriage earncft-penny lay 
And burnt her pocket, as we fay. 
She now invokes, to eafe her foul. 
The dagger, and the polfbn'd bowl ; 
And, felf-condemn*d for breach of vow/ 
To lofe her life and honour too, 
Talk'd in as tragical a ftrain, as 
Your crazM Monimia's and Roxana*s. 

But as fhe in her cell lay fighing, 
Diftra6Ved, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addrefs 
To fuccour damfels in diftrefs) 
Appearing, told her he perceived 
The fatal caufe for which (he griev'd ; 
But promis'd her en cavaUevy 
She fhould be freed from all her fear. 
And with her Thyrfis lead a life 
Devoid of all domellic ftrife, 
If flic would fign a certain fcrawl-— 
Aye, that fhe would, if that was all. 
She fign'd, and he engag d to do 
Whatj'cr (he pleas'd to fet him to. 

The critics muft excufe me now ; 
They both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we epic writers u(e 
Machines to difcngagc the Mufe, 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 
Thfe matter 's left in abler haiids ; 
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if they cannot Joofc the knot. 
Id we be cenfur*d ? I think not. 
e fcene thus alter*d, both were gay, 
omp and pleafures who but they, 
might do every thing but pray ? 
m in her gilt cliariot flaunted. 
Pug brought every thing fhe wanted ; 
7t devoted to her will ; 
omen will be wavering Hill, 
vice without variety 
fqueamifli appetites will cloy : 
laving ftol'n from Lady Abbefs 
f our merry modem Rabbies, 
mnd a trick Ihc thought would pafs, 
)rovc the devil but an afs. 
next attendance happen 'd right 
ft a moonlefs ftormy night, 
madam and her fpoufe together 
d at his coming by the weather, 
me : To-night, fays he, I drudge 
:ch a heriot for a judge, 
ty nine-i'th* hundred knave ; 
nadam, do you want your flave ? 
not prefently be gone, 
fe the doftors have not done, 
vicar and a quack 
M me in my laft attack : 
. in vain, for mine he is | 
-or both the faculties. 

<l^4 The 
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The dame produced a fingle hair. 
But whence it came I cannot fwcar ; 
Yet this I will affirm is true j 
It curPd like any bottle-fcrew. 
Sit Nic, quoth flie, you know us all» 
We ladies are fantallical : 
You fee this hair — Yes, madam — Pray 
In prcfencc of my hufband ftay, 
And make it ftrait ; or elfe you grant 
Our fblcmn league and covenant 
Is void in law.— It is, I own it : 
And fo he fcts to work upon it. 

He tries, not dreaming of a cheat. 
If wetting would not do the feat : 
And 'twas, in truth, a proper notion ; 
But ftill it kept th* elaftic motion. 
Well ! more ways may be found than one 
To kill a witch that will not drown. 

If I, quoth he, conceive its nature. 
This hair has flouiifli'd nigh the water. 
'Tis crifp'd wit?l cold, perhaps, and then 
The fire will make it ftrait again. 
In hafte he to the fire applies it. 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it* 
Heigh jingo, worfe than 'twas before ! 
The rrorc it warms, it twirls the more. 
He Itamp'd his cloven foot, and chaf 'd j 
The hufband and the lady laugh*d. 

Howe'er he fancy'd fure -enough 
He ihould not fmd it hammer-pi oof. 
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No Cyclops e'er at work was warmer, 
At forging thunder-bolts or armour. 
Than Satan was : but all in vain ; 
Again he beats.— It curls again ! 
At ItAigth he bcllow'd in a rage, 
This hair will take me up an age. 
This take an age ! the hufband fwore, 

1, ds ! -Betty has Ifivc hundi%d more. 

^ore ! Take your bond, quoth Pug; adieu, 
*Tis lofs of time to ply for you. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. SOUTHERNE, 
FROM KENT, JANUARY 28, 1710-11. 

7^ OLD is the Mufe to leave her humble cell, 
^ And fing to thee, who know'ft to fing fo well : 
Thee ! who to Britain iHll prcferv'ft the crown. 
And mak'ft her rival Athens in renown. 
Could Sophocles behold in mournful Hate 
The weeping Graces on Imoinda wait j 
Or hear thy Ifabella's moving moan, 
DiftrcfsM and loft for vices not her own j 
If envy could permit, he'd fure agree 
To writ# by nature were to copy thee : 
So full, fo fair, thy images are fhown, 
^He by thy pencil might improve his owiu 

That 



Our poets only pra£life on the pit 
With florid lines , and trifling turns of wi 
Howe'er 'tis well the prefent times can boai 
The race of Charles's reign not wholly loi 
Thy fcenesy immortal in their worth, Ihall 
Among the chofen claifics of our land : 
And whilft our fons are by tradition taught 
How Barry fpoke what; thou and Otway wi 
They'll think it praife to relifli and repeat, 
And own thy works inimitably great. 

Shakefpeare, the genius of our ifle, who 
(The univerfal mirror of mankind) 
ExprefsM all images^ enrich'd the flage. 
But foihetimes floopM to pleafe a barbarous 
When his immortal bays began to grow. 
Rude was the language, and the humour lo 
He, like the God of Day, was always brig] 
But rolling in its courfe, his orb of light 
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& till thy faults, whatever faults there be. 
Imputed to the times/ and not to thee. 

Some fcions (hot from this immortal root. 
Their tqjs much lower, and Icfs fair the fruit, 
Jonfbn the tribute of my verfe might claim. 
Had he not ftrove to blemifh Shakefpeare's name. 
But, like the radiant twins that ^Id the fphere, 
Fletcher and Beaumont next in pbmp appear : 
The firft a fruitful vine, in blooming pride. 
Had bten by fuperfluity deftroy'd. 
But that his friend, judicioufly fcvere, 
Pruned the luxuriant boughs with artful care j 
On various founding harps the Mufes play'd, 
And fung, and quafF'd their ne6br in the ihade. 

Few moderns in the lifts with thefe may ftand. 
For in thofe days were giants in the land : 
Suffice it now by lineal right to claim. 
And bow with filial awe to Shakefpeare's fame j 
The fecond honours are a glorious name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 
To wear his armour, and to wield his fword. 

An age moft: odious and accurs'd enfued. 
Difcolour'd with a pious monarch's blood ; 
Whofe fall when firft the tragic virgin (aw. 
She fled, and left her province to the law. 
Per merry fifter ftill purfued the game. 
Her garb was altered, but her gifts the fame. 
She firft reform'd the mufcles of her face. 
And learnt the iblemn fcrew for figns of grace ; 
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Then circumcis'd her locks, and form'd her toutp. 
By humming to a tabor and a drone i 
Her eyes (he difciplin'd prccifely right. 
Both when to winfc, and how to turn the white : 
Thus banifti'd from the ftagc, {he gravely next 
AfTum'd a cloak, and quibbled o*cr a text. 
But when, by mii-acles of mercy Ihown, 
Much-fufTering Charles regain'd his father's thiDDe; 
When peace and plenty overflow'd the land. 
She llrait puHM off her iatin cap and band i 
Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence. 
With pointed wit, and energy of fcnfc , 
Ethcrcge and Sedley join'd him in her caufe. 
And all dcferv'd, and all received, applaufe. 
RcitorM with lefs fucccfs, the Tragic Mufe 
Had quire forgot her ftylc by long difufc : 
She taught her Maximins to rant in rhyme, 
Miftaking rattling nonfenfc for fublime ; 
Till witty Buckingham reformed her tafte. 
And fncering fham'd her into fenfc at laft ; 
But now relaps'd, fhe dwindles to a fong. 
And weakly warbles on an eunuch's tongue ; 
And with her minftrclfy may ftiil remain 
Till Southeme court her to be gi^at again. 
Perhaps the beauties of thy Spartan dame. 
Who (long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with fuperior majcfty avow'd. 
Shine like a goddcfs breaking from a cloud t- 
Once more may re-inftate her on the ft3t3;e, 
. Her action graceful, and divine her rage. 

All 



EPISTLE TO MR. SOUtHER^fE. ijf 

Arts have their empires, and, like other ftatcs, * 
Their rife And fall arc govern'd by the fates : 
They, when their period's meafurM out by time, 
Tranfplant their laurels to another clime. 
The Grecian Mufe once fill'd with loud alarms 
The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms; 
The trumpiet filcnt, humbly (he cfTay'd 
The Doric reed, and fung beneath the fhadc, 
ExtolPd a frugal life, and tatight the fwains 
T' oblervc the feafons, and manure the plains ; 
Sometimes in Warbled hymns (he paid her vow, 
Or wove Olympic wreaths for Theron*s brow ; 
Sometimes on flowery beds (he lay fupine. 
And gave her thoughts a loofe to love and wine; ' 
Or, in her fable (tole and bulkins drcfs'd, 
Shew*d vice enthron'd, and virtuous kings opprefs*d. 

The nymph ftill fair, however paft her bloom. 
From Greece at length was led in chains to Rome : 
Whilft wars abroad and civil <Jifcord reign'd, 
Silent the beauteous captive long remained j 
That interval employed her timely care 
To fludy, and refine the language there. • 
She views with angui(h on the Roman ftage 
The Grecian beauries weep, the tvarriors rage ; 
But moft thoie fcencs delight th' immortal maid, 
Which Scipio had revised, and Rofcius play'd. 
Thence to the pleadings of the gown (he goes 
(For Themis then could fpcak in poli(h'd profe) : 
Charm'd at the bar, amid th* attentive throng 
She blefs'd the Syrcn-powcr of Tully's t&nguc. 

But 
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But when, 0£laviai, thy fuccefifni fwoid 
Was ihcadi'dy and univeiiai peace icflor'd^ 
Fond of a monarch, to the court ihe came. 
And chofe a numerous choir to chant hit fiunCt 
Firft from the green retreats and lowly plains. 
Her Virgil foar'd fublime in epic firalDS ; 
His theme fo glorious, and his flight {6 true. 
She with Mxonian garlands grac'd his brow ; 
Taught Horace then to touch the Leibian lyre. 
And Sappho's fweetnefs join*d with Pindar's fire. 
By Cxfar's bounty all the tuneful train 
Enjoy'd, and fung of Saturn's golden reign | 
No genius then was left to live on praile. 
Or curs'd the barren ornament of bays ; 
On all her Tons he caft a kind regard, 
>Jor could they write fo faft as he reward. 
The Mufe, induflrious to record his name 
In the bright annals of eternal fame, 
Profufe of favours lavifii'd all her (lore. 
And for one reign made many ages poor. 

Now from the rugged North unnumbered fwarmi 
Invade the Latian coafls with barbarous arms ; 
A race unpolifh'd, but inur'd to toil. 
Rough as their heaven, and barren as their foil. 
Thefe locufls every (pringing art deftroy'd. 
And foft Humanity before them dy'd. 
Picture no more maintained the doubtful flrife 
With Nature's fcenes, nor gave the canvas life ; 
Nor Sculpture exercis'd her fkill, beneath 
Her forming hand to make the marhle breathe .* 

Sir 
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Struck with deipair, they fiood devoid of thought^ 
Lefs lively than the works themfelves had wrought. 
On thofe twin-fifters fuch difailers came. 
Though colours and proportions are the fame 
In every age and clime j their heaUties known 
To every language, and confiin'd by none. 
But fiate leis fineedom to the Mufe afibrds, 
And checks her genius with the choice of words t 
To paint her thoughts, the didiion muft be found 
Of eafy grandeur, and hannonious found. 
Thus when Ihe raised her voice divinely great 
To iing the founder of the Roman ftate ; 
The language was adapted to the fong. 
Sweet and fublime, with native beauty ftrong t 
But when the Goths infulting troops appear'd. 
Such diflbnance the trembling virgin heard ! 
Chang'd to a fwan, from Tyber's troubled ftreams 
She wing'd her flight, and fought the filver Thames. 

Long in the melancholy grove ihe (bid. 
And taught the penflve Druids in the ihade ; 
In folemn and inftru£tive notes they fung 
From whence the beauteous frame of nature fprungf 
Who polifh*d all the radiant orbs above. 
And in bright order made the planets move i 
Whence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fly. 
And comets roll unbounded through the iky ; 
Who wing'd the winds, and gave theflreams to flow. 
And rais'd the rocks, and fpread the lawns below ; 
Whence the gay fpring exults in flowery pride. 
And autumn with the bleeding grape is dy'd ; 

Whenct 
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Whence fummer funs imbrown the labouring fwainsy 
And fliivcring winter pines in icy chains : 
And prais'd the Pcw'er Supreme, nor dar'd advance 
So vain a theory as that of Chance. 

But in this ifle (he found the nymphs {o fair. 
She chang'd her hand, and chofe a fofter air. 
And Love and Beauty next became her care. 
Greece^ her iov'd country, only could aSord 
A Venus and a Helen to record ; 
A thoufand radiant nymphs ihe here beheld , 
Who match'd the goddefs, and the queen excell'd. 
T' immortalize their loves ihe long eifay'dy 
Put ftill the tongue her generous toil betray'd. 
Chaucer had all that beauty could infpire. 
And Surrey's numbers glowM v^'lth warm defire : 
Both now are priz'd by few, unknown to moft, 
Becauie the thoughts are in the language loft ; 
Even Spenfcr's pearls in muddy waters lie. 
Yet foon their beams attraft the diver's eye : 
Rich was their imagery, till Time defac*d 
The curious works j but Waller came at laft. 
Waller, the Mufe with heavenly verfe fupplies. 
Smooth as the fair, and fparkling as their eyes ; 
«* All but the nymph that fhould redrefs his wrong, 
** Attend his paffion, and approve his fong.** 
But when this Orpheus funk, and hoary age 
Supprefs'd the lover's and the poet's rage. 
To Granville his melodious lute fhe gave, 
Granville^ whofe faithful verfe is Beauty's flave $ 

Accqjc 
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Accept this gift, my favourite youth ! flie cry'd. 
To found a brighter theme, and (ing of Hyde ; 
Hyde's and thy lovely Myra's praifc procliim. 
And match Carliile's and SacharilTa's fame. 

O ! would he now for(ake the myrtle grovc^ 
And fing of arms, as late he fung of love ! 
His colours and his hand alone fhould paint 
In Britain's queen the warrior and the faint 5 
In whom confpire, to form her truly great, 
Wifdom with power, and piety with ftate. 
Whilft from her throne the ftreams of juftice flow. 
Strong and ferene, to blcfs the land below ; 
0*er diftant realms her dreaded thunders roll, ^ %. 
And the wild rage of tyranny controul. 
Her power to quell, and pity to rcdreis, 
The Maefe, the Danube, «iJ the Rhine confcfs ; 
Whence bleeding Ibcr hopes around his head 
To (be frcih olive fpring, and plenty fprtad : 
And whilll they found their great deliverer's fame. 
The Seine retires, and fickens at her name. 
Granville ! all thefc glorious fcenes dilplay, 
Inftruft fucceeding monarchs how to fway ; 
And make her memory rcver'd by all, 
"When triumphs are forgot, and mouldering arches fall. 

Pardon me, friend ! I own my Mufe too free. 
To write fb long on fuch a theme to thee : 
To play the critic here— with equal right 
^id her pretend to teach Argyll to fight ; 
^nfiru6t th* unerring fun to guide the year, 
•^Hd Harley by what fchcmcs he pught to fteer ; 

R Give 
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Give Harcourt eloquence t* adorn the fcal, 
Maxims of (late to Leeds, to Beaxifoit zeal j 
Try to cohreft what Orrery ihaJl write, 
And make harmonious St. John more polite; 
T^each law to lila for the crown's fupport. 
And Jerfey how to fei-ve and grace a court ; 
Diftate foft warbling airs to ShcfEeld*s band. 
When Venus and her Loves around him ftand; 
In fage debates to Rocheftcr impait 
A fearching head, and ever faithful heart ; 
Make Talbot's finiih'd virtue more complete. 
High \^ithout pride, and amiably great. 
Where nature all her powers with fortune joined, 
At once to plea(e and benefit mankind. 

When cares were to my blooming youth unknown 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own j 
I lov'd along the Jaureat grove to llray, 
The paths were pleafant, and the profpeft gay : 
But now my genius finks, and hardly knows 
To make a couplet tinkle in the clofe. 
Yet when you next to Medway fliall repair. 
And quit Ihe town to breathe a purer air j 
Retiring from the crowd to ileal the fwects 
Of eafy life in Twyfdcn's calm retreats 
(As Terence to his La^Iius lov'd to come. 
And in Campania fcoin'd the pomp of Rome) ; 
Where Lambard, form'd for bufinefs, and toplcafc, 
By (baring, will improve your happinefs ; 
In both their fouls imperial reafon fways, 
In both the patriot and the friend displays j 
Be lov'd, and prais'd by all, who merit love and praifc. 
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With bright ideas there infpir'd anew. 
By them excited, arid inform'd by you, 
I may with happier Ikill eflay to fing 
Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder ftring. 

Languid and dull, when abfent from her cave, 
No oracles of ok) the Sibyl gave; 
But when beneath her facrei fhrine fhe ftood. 
Her fury foon confefs'd the coming god ; 
Her breaft began to heave, her eyes to roll, 
And wondrous vi(ions BIPd her labouring foul. 
I 

A T. E T T E R 

T O T H E 

KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. ' 

•< Habct Bibliopola Tryphon." 

Mart. Lib. iv. 

SIR Knight, who know with equal Ikill 
To make a poem and a pill, 
•Twas my misfortune t* other night. 
To be tormented with a ipright. 
On cither fide his head the hair 1 

Scem'd bulbing out, the top was bare ; 
liit garb antique, but on his face 
There rcign'd a fweet majeftic grace j 
Of comely port, and in his hand 
ilc decent wav'd a lauref-wand. 
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On the left foot (by which I fb;md ■• 
His name was on the ftage renowned) 
A Sock of curious ihape he wore. 
With myrtle foliage flouriih*d o'er ; 
A purple Bufkin gracM the right, 
And ftrong he ftep*d, yet lovely light. 

Thy friendly care, he c^'d, I crave 
To give me quiet in my grave : 
Tryphon conftrains me from the dead, 
A wizard whom I hate and dread ; 
By him to dangle on a {)pil, 
I 'm conjurM up—" Alas, poor Ghoft !'• 
A pendulum I there am made, 
To move the leaden wheels of trade. 
And while each little author ftruts 
In calves-lkin gilt, adorn'd with cuts ; 
I, vouching, pafs 'em off as dear 
As any ftaple-claflick ware. 
Peers, parfons, cits, a motly tribe, 
Flock there to purchafe, and fubfcribe ; 
While Tryphon, as the gudgeons bite. 
Chuckles to fee them j^row polite. 

For ends thus infamouily low. 
It fure wou'd lecm as a-propos, 
For Dennis at his door to ftand. 
With a good broomdick in his hand. 
Then, fliould the chaps find ought amif». 
Or blame the price, the tragic Swifs 
Might have his better parts employed. 
To criticize them back and fide. 
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Or is there none of all his race, 
\Vhofc features would a iign-board grace ? 
Oft* in the wizard's cell I 've feen 
A ibnel man, of awkward mien ; 
Prying with bufy leer about, 
As if he were the devil's icout. ♦ 

I ne'er was vers'd in modifli vice. 
But fure thofe whorefon gloating eyea 
Have travelled much on love affairs. 
Between the key-hole and the ftain. 

cheat the gibbet of a iign. 

And, with his head commute for mine. 

When firft I heard his damn*d intent. 
To Tryphon's bed by night I went; 
"Where he lay blcft with dreams of gain, 
Furs, fcarlet, and a golden chain. 

1 rouz'd the wretch, and, weeping faid, 

! take my wit, and fpare my head, 
Urge not the wags to fneer, and jape us, 
Juft as of old they us'd Priapus. 

But as a whelp ftarts up with fear 

When a bee 's humming at his car : 

With upper lip elate, he grins, 

Whilft round the little teazer fpins j 

But when aloof in air it foars^ 

He ftraight forgets th' alaim, and fnores : 

So did his fellow-creature flight; 

The fleeting vifion of the night. 

My prayers were loft, though while I ftay'd 

1 finelt they ftrong impreilions made, 

R 3 Thert 
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There is a Knight, who takes the field 
With Saxon pen» and iable (hield ; 
Who doubtlefs can relieve my ghfiSt, 
And difinchant me from the poft. 
Then I could reft as^fiili, a$ thofe 
Whom he has drudged to fure repoife ; 
As if he traded in the whole» 
And with the body kiU'd the foul. 
^ To him for aid with fpe^pd repair— 
*' But foft ! I fcent the morning air :'• 
Be mindful of my piteous plight^ 
And to my caufe engage the Knight* 

Now, gentle Sir, give ear to roe. 
For I prefcribe without a fee ; 
From CurlPs remove the feat of war. 
Encamp on t' other fide the Bar : 
Level your eye at Tryphon's ihop. 
Another epic at him pop ; 
What though without report it move. 
Like the furie darts of death or love ? 
I know your powder is fo ftrong. 
No mortal fign can ft^d you long. 

But if by magic, this oppofe 
The volley of your verfe and profe j 
I *11 be your 'fquire, and firm ally. 
Write, crimp, ^nd coax him up to buy; 
Not all the necromancer's art 
Will fave it then, befhrew his heart ! 
What can fupport a (hop, or iign, 
Whe A two fuch perilous wits combine ? 
I 
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To th* Orphean lyre. 



** He fung of Chaos and eternal night ; 

** Taught by the heavenly Mufe to venture down . 

** The dark defcent, and up to re-afcend, 

" Though hard, and rare.** 

Paradise Lost, B. iii. 

'ITT' HEN fpeeding iea-ward, to the fleet we came 

^ ^ That anchor d nigh the coaft, we launch*d our fhip 
Lito the iacred deep : the maft up-rear*d 
Bore every fail expanded ; whilft aboard 
We ftovv*d devoted viftims, and afcend 
The veflel, inly griev*d, and filent fliowcrs 
Fell from our drooping eyes. A fritndly wind 
Circe the fair, of human race divine. 
Propitious fent ; to ply the flruggh'ng oar 
Small need remain*d, the frelhening gale fuffic'd 
Each bellying canras. On with Ipccd we fare 
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Profperoas j and when the fun careering prone 

Sunk to the weftcrn ifles, and dewy ihade 

Sabled the pole, we tilting o'er the waves 

On Ocean's utmoft bound, approach the realms 

Unblefs'd, where the Cimmerians darkling dwell j 

(A lamentable race !) of heavenly light 

Unvifited, and the fun*s gladibme ray. 

Mooring the veflcl on that dreary beach 

We take the deftin'd ihecp, and flow fojoiirii 

Along the marifh, till the fated place 

We found, which Circe will'd we fhould explore. 

Eurylochus and Perimedes guard 

The holy offerings ; I meantime unflieath 

My faulchion, and prepare t' intrench the ground 

A cubit fquare, and there oblations poor 

To reconcile the Shades j infufing milk 

With honey tempered fweet, and bowls of muft 

Pure from the mclloweft grape, with added (lore 

Of water ; and with flower of wheat bcftrow 

The mix'd ingredients : to the feeble ghafts 

Then vovvM, if heaven to my dear native land 

Should favour my return, a barren cow 

Of llatclicft growth ; and to tli' oraculous* Seer 

A ram of fable fleece, the leading pride 

Of all my flocks. Thefe folemn rites perform'd 

And vows prefer'd, the deftin'd Iheep I flew : 

Forth gufli'd the vital purple, and furcharg*d 

Tlic hollow'd trench -, when lo ! from the dun verge 

* Tirefu*. 
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Of Erebus, the ghofb promifcuous troop 
UnnumberM, youths and maidens immature 
Cropt in their fpring, who wandering pcnfivc wa*l*d 
The fhortnefs of their date : trembling, and hoar 
With age, fome (lowly pace ; others more fierce 
Array'd in arms, enfanguin'd o*er with wounds 
Kecciv'd in battle, clamorous approach 
To drink the reeking gore. Shuddering and pale 
I flood aftounded, but with quick difpatch 
Bade bum the facrifice, a grateful fleam 
To Proferpine, who there with Dis divides 
The regency of night : fudden I wav*d 
My glittering falchion, from the fanguine pool 
Driving th' unbody'd holt that round me fwarm'd ; 
Nor deign'd to let them fip, before I faw 
Th* oraculous feer. Foremofl of all the crowd 
Elpenor came, whofe unregarded corfe 
Unwept, unbury'd, eager to purfue 
Our voyage r Strait to tender pity mov'd. 
With words diflblv'd in tears I cry'd. Relate, 
Elpenor, how thefe rueful (hades you reach'd 
We left behind in Circe*s fumptuous dome, 
Sopner than I full-fail'd. He thus reply 'd 
In accents of much dolour ,- Me, O king. 
The minifter of adverfe fate malign'd, 
Unwceting of mifhap ; and wrought me doom, 
Drenched with excefs of wine : prone from the top 
Of Circe's tower I fell, and the neck -bones 
Disjointing dy'd. But to your piOus care 
Suppliant, I beg by thofe endearing names 
Of parent, wife, and fon (though diftant, dcair 
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To your remembrance) when you xe-afcend 
To Circe's blifsful iile, to my remains 
Difcharge funereal rites ; nor let me lie 
Unwept, unbury'd there, left heaven avenge 
The dire negle£):. While the devouring flames 
Confume my earthy, on the flagrant pile 
My armour caft compleat ; then raiie a tomb 
For my memorial on the foamy ftrand : 
And on it place that oar which erft I ply'd 
With my aflbciates. Pcnfive I rejoin. 
Poor Shade ! I *11 pay the decent rites you crave. 

While with the friendly phantom I maintain'd 
Such melancholy parly, with brandifh'd fteel 
Guarding the goary pool, I through th' obfcure 
My * mother viewM : her lineage ihe deriv'd 
From Maia*s wingy fon, and ceas'd to breath 
This vital air, fince I my legion led 
To war on Ilium. From my pitying eyes 
Abundant forrow ftream'd ; but though regret 
Wither'd my refolution, from the pool 
I made the dear maternal form recede. 
Till I fhould learn from the grave Thcban feer 
The fum of fate. The fage at length ad vane 'd 
Bearing a golden fceptre, and began : 

Son of Laertes, what misfortunes dire 
Compel your progrefs from th* all-chearing fun. 
And heavenly azure, in this feat of woe 
To roam among the dead ? But from the pool 

* Anticlea. 
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Withdraw, and iheath your faulchion, while I tafte 
That bloody beverage, then the fates decree 
InllaDt 1 41 vitter. Sudden I withdrew. 
Sheathing my faulchion whilft he drank the gore ; 
Then thus the fcer pronounc'd the fates decree. 

What means may beft befit your wiih*d return, 
Illuftrious Greek ! you'd know. The fovereign power 
Whofe ilrong earth-ihaking mace the floods revera, 
Iniidious waits a time to wreak revenge 
For Polypheme, his fon ; whofe vifual orb 
You late eclips'd with ever-during ihade. 
Howe'er you fafe may voyage, and avoid 
Di&fters various, if your mates refrain 
From (acrikgious fpoil, when fafe they tread 
Trinacria's herby foil : for there the flocks 
And herds of Phoebus, o'er the verdurous lawn 
Browze fattening pafture (he the world's great eye 
Views all below bis orient beam, nor ought 
Can ihun his wakeful ear) with evil hand 
If them they feize, unerring I foretell 
An hideous wreck. Unequal to the florm 
Your fliip, deep in the nether waves ingulft. 
Shall perifli with her crew : you fliall regain 
The dry, without furviving friend to cheer 
Your pilgrim -fteps ; however late and hard^ 
You (hall revifit your lov'd natal flioar, 
Tranfported in a veflel not your own. 
Much of domeflic damage, and mifrule^ 
Will fadden your return ; for in your court 
Suitors voluptuous fwana ; with amorous wiles 

StudlOHB 
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Studious to win your confort, and (educe 
Her from chafte fealty to joys impure. 
In bridal pomp ; vain efforts ! but they foon 
By ftratagem, or our puiflant arm. 
To ruin are fore-doom'd. Then to a race 
Remote from ocean, who with favoury felt 
Ne*er fcafon their repall, nor veflel view'd 
Furrowing the foamy flood with painted prow, 
And all her tackle trim, with fpeed repair 
Carrying a taper oar j way-faring thus. 
One journeying obvious will mifnaroe that oar 
A com van j fix it there, and victims flay- 
To Neptune reverent ; from the fleecy fold 
A ram feleft j and from the beeves and (wine, 
The choiceft male entire, of either herd. 
Thence homeward hafte, and hecatombs prepare 
For the bright order of the gods, who reign 
Sphered in empyreal fplendors. White with years. 
The bahn of life evaporating flow, 
At length, when Neptune points the dart of death *, 
Without a pang you *11 die, and leave your land 
With fair abundance blefs'd. In thefe fix*d laws 
Of fate repofe affiance, and beware. 

I thus reply M .' In this authentic will 
Of fate, O Sefer, I acquiefce j but lo ! 
Penfive, and filent, by the goary pool. 
Abides my mother's fliade ; nor me vouchfafes 
Language or look benign : Oh ! tell me how 

* He was killed with the bone of a fea>ttutle. 
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She here may recognize roe. He rejoin *d { 
Whatever ghoft by your permiflion fips 
That facred purple, will to all your quell 
Without deceit reply ; the reft withdraw 
At your ftern interdi6l. This faid, the Seer 
' To the high capital of Dis retir'd. 
Meantime I firm abode, till the dear ihade 
' Has (ip'd the facred purple ; then her fon 
Inflant (he knew, and wailing thus began : 

My fon ! how reach'd you thefe Tartarean bounds^ 
Corporeal ? Many a river interfus'd, 
And gulphsunvoyageabic, from accefs 
Debar each living wight ; befidcs th* expanfe 
Of ocean wide to fail. Are you from Troy 
With your affociate peers but now returned, 
Erroneous from your wife and kingdom ftill ? 

I thus : By ftrong neceliity conftrainM, 
Down to thefe nether realms I have prefum'd 
An earthly gueft, to hear my doom difclos'd 
By fage Tir^fias ; for fince I led 
Auxiliar bands, with Agamemnon leagu'd 
To ^var on Ilium, traverfing the main 
Through various perils, I have voyag'd far 
Efh-ang'd from Greece. But fay by what difeafe. 
By flow confumption through the gates of death 
Prone did you pafs ; or by Diana's dart 
Transfix'd, a fudden fate ? My hoary fire ! 
Survives he > Is my bloomy fon pofTefs'd 
Of my domain, or groans it now beneath 
Ufurping powers^ who lord it uncontrord, ' 

Thought- 
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^Thoughtlcfs of my return ? My confbrt dear f 
Abides Ihc with my fon, of all his rights 
A gttardian regent ; or, no longer mine. 
Hath (he been won to plight connubial vows ? 

The venerable (hade thus anfwer'd mild : 
Still in your regal donte your ({X>ufe abides 
Difconfolate, with ever-flowing tyts 
Wailiug your abfence ; and your fon poflcfs*d 
Of principality, with his compeers. 
Bounteous of ibul, free intercourfe maintains 
Of focial love. Beneath a fylvan lodge. 
Far from the cheerful fteps of men, your fire 
Lives inconfolable ; on gorgeous beds. 
With rich embroidery fprcad, and purple pails. 
No more indulging fwcet repofe : but clad 
In coarfc attire, couch'd with his village hinds 
Oh tlic wann hearth he flceps, when winter reigns 
Inclement, till the circling months return 
New-rob*d in flowering verdure : then, the vines 

High intenvove a green pavilion fomi. 

Where pillow*d on the leaves, 1^ mourns for you 

Nofturnal ; to th' unfriendly damp of age 

Adding corrofive anguifh and defjpair. 

So perifli*d I with flow-confuming pile ! 

Me nor the filver-lhafted goddefs flew, 

Nor racking malady ; but anxious love 

Of my Ulyffes on my vitals prey*d, 

And funk my age with forrow to the grave. 
She ceas'd : I thrice with filial fondnefs ftrove 

T' cmbi&cc the much-lov*d form, and thiice it fled, 

Dclufive 
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Dclufive as a dream. Anew with grief 
Heart-chiU'd I fpake, Why, mother will you fly 
Your fon's incircling arms ? O here permit 
My duteous love, and let our forrows flow 
Mingling in one full flream ! Or has the queen 
Whofe frown the Shades revere, to work me woe^ 
A guileful image formed ? She thus replies : 

Of all mankind, O moft to grief inur*d .' 
Deem not that aught of guile by phantoms vain 
[s here intended, but the cffence pure 
3f (eparate fouls is of all living touch 
[mpafiive : here no grofs material frame 
VVc wear, with flefh incumbered, nerves, and bone ; 
rhey 're jcalcin'd on the pile : but when we ceafe 
To draw the breath of life, the foul on wing 
Fleets like a dream, from elemental drofs 
Diiparted and refin'd. Now to the realms 
lUumin'd with the fun's enlivening beam. 
Hence journeying upward, to your conibrt dear 
Difclofe the fccrets of our ftate below. 

Thus we alternate, till a beauteous train 
Of noblefs near advance their fteps, enlarged 
By radiant Proferpine, daughters and wivea 
To kings and heroes old : the goary pool 
The fair affembly thick furround, to fip 
The tafteful liquid : I the fates of each 
Defirous to hear floned, wave my fword 
In airy circles, while they fmgly fate 
Their appetites ; then curious aik of each 
Her anccihry, which all in order told. 

Tyro 
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Tyro firft audience claim'd, the daughter fair 
Of great Salmoncus j Ihe with Crctheus fhar'd 
Connubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
Enamour'd of Enipeus, inly pin*d : 
Enipeus, fwift from whole reclining urn 
Rolls a delicious flood. His lovely form 
Neptune aiTum'd, and the bright nvmph beguil'd 
Wandering love-penfive near his amber ftream : 
Them plunging in the flopy flood receiv'd 
Redounding ; and to fkreen his amorous theft^ 
On either fide the parted waves up-rear *d 
A cryftal mound. Potent of rapturous joy, 
And fated, thus he fpakc : Hail, royal fair ! 
Thy womb (hall teem with twins (a god*s embrace 
Is ever fruitful) and thofe pledges dear 
Of our fwcct cafual blifs nurture and tend 
With a fond mother's care : hence homeward fpeed. 
And from all human ken our amorous aft 
Conceal : fo Neptune bids thee now farewell. 
He ceasM, and diving fudden was ingulph'd 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fair Tons 
Th' appointed months difcharg*d, by fupreme Jove 
Both fcepter'd. Pelias firft j his empire wide 
Stretch'd o'er Iplcos, whofe irriguous vales 
His grazing folds o'erfleec'd : her younger birth, 
Neleus, was honour'd through the (andy realm 
Of Pylus. She by Cretheus then efpous'd, 
A fair increafe, JECon and Pheres, bore ; 
And great Amythaon, who with fiery fteeds 
Oft' difarray'd the foes in battle rang'd. 

The 



HOMER IMITATED. 157 

TThc daughter of Afbpiis next I vicw'd, 
ntiope, boaftful that fhc, by Jove 
npregnate, had the fam'd Amphion borae, 
nd Zethusy founder of imperial Thebes, 
atcly with feven large gates, and buUvark'd ftrong 
gainft invading powers. Alcmena fair, 
mphitryon's confort, then advanc-d to view; 
> heaven's fupreme who bore Alcides, bold 
nd lion-hearted. Next that lovely (hade 
xkI Mcgara, of Creon's royal race, 
' great Alcides fpous*d. To her fuccced« 
le fhceny form of Epicafte, woo*d 
' Oedipus her fon, to whom (he deign M 
oufal embraces, thoughtlcfs of mifdeed, 
: having too (ill-ftarr'd !) dcftroy'd his Urc, 
s lineage with inccftuous mixture foil'd, 
inded by deftiny j but the juft gods 
f closed th* unnatural fcene. In Thebes he fway'd, 
ith various ills by heaven*s affliftive rod 
ifcomfited : but (he through fell defpair 
If-ftrangled, from the ftings of mortal life 
cd to the Ihades, and her fur\'iving fon 
'ith delegated furies fierce purfued. 
An amiable image next appeared ; 
•ight Chloris, of Amphion's lofty ftem 
tie youngeft bud : in fwcet attraftive pomp 
1 her the Graces ever-waiting fmit 
tie heart of Neleus, whom the Pylian tribes 
3inag'd with fealty : from their wedded love 
rung Ncllor, Chromius, and the boaftful power 

S Of 
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Of Pcriclynienus j befides a nymph, 

Pcro, of form divine : her virgin vows 

By many a prince were fought, but Nclcus deig&'d 

To none her bed, but him whofc, prowefs'd arm 

Should force from Phylacc a furious herd 

Of wild ThcfTalian beeves, t' avenge the dower 

Which Iphiclus detained. This bold emprifc 

A fcer accepted ; but, in combat foil'd, 

In thrall for twelve revolving moons he lay. 

Deep in a dungeon clofe immur'd, *till found 

t>ivinc of fate, by folving problems quaint 

Which Iphiclus propos'd, who ftrait difhiifs'd. 

The captive ; fo was Jove's high will complete. 

Then Lcdo, fpous'd by Tyndarus, I faw. 
Mother of the fam'd twins, Caftor expert 
To tame the flccd, and Pollux far renown'd 
On liHed fields for confiiil: j who from Jove 
Rcceiv'd a grateful boon like gods to live, 
Mounting alternate to this upper orb. 

Next Iphimcdia glides in view, the wife 
Of great Aloeus, who in love comprefs'd 
By Neptune, bore (fo Ihe the fa6l: avow'd) 
Otus and Ephialtes , whom the fates 
Ci/rlliGit in eaily prime ; their infant years 
Nurtur'd by Earth, enormous both attained 
Gigantic flature, and for manly grace 
Were next Orion ranked j for in the courfc 
Of nine fwift circling years, nine cubits broad 
Their fhouldcrs meafur'd, and nine ells their height. 
Improvident of foul, tliey vainly dar'd 
The gods to war, and on Olympus hoar Rcar'd 
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Rcar'd Ofla, and on Ofla Pelion pil'd 
Torn from the bafc with all its woods ; by fcale 
T' aiTault heaven's battlements j and had their date 
To manhood been prolong'd, had furc atchiev'd 
Their ruinoiu aim : but by thefilvcr dart 
Of Phflebus (hcer transfixM, ere fpringing down 
i>haded tlwir rofy youth, they both expir'd. 
Ill -fated Phaedra then witli Procris c&me. 
And Ariadne, who them both furpafs'd 
In goddcfs-like demeanor : fiom her fire 
Nfinos, the rigid arbiter of right, 
Thelcus of old convey *d her, with intent 
A^ Atliens, link*d in love, with her to reign: 
But Aern Diana, by the guileful plea 
D£ Bacchus won, diflevcr'd foon their joys. 
And causNd the lovely nymph to fall forlorn 
In Dia, with circumfluous (eas in-girt^ 
z>( nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 
Ma:ra and Clymene, a beauteous pair; 
And Eriphylc, whofe once radiant charm» 
A cloud of forrow dimmM.; for flic, devoid. 
Of duteous Iwe, for gold bctray'd her lord. — 

Hcre4ctme ceafe narration, nor relate 
What other obje6ls fair, daughters and wives 
Of heroes old, I few j for now the night 
In clouded rhajcfty has journey'd far, 
Admonifliing to reft, which with my mates,. 
Or here with you, my wearied nature craves ; 
Meantime affianc'd in the gods and you, , 

To i^ecd my voyage to my. native realm, 

S a He 
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He ceas'd : a while th' attentive audience (ate 
In (ilcnt rapture; his pcrfuaiivc tongue. 
Mellifluous, fo with cloqui;nc;e bad charm*d 
Their Hill infatiate ears ; at length thus (pake 
The queen Arete, graceful and humane. 

Think ye, Phaeacians, that the god -like form,, , 
The port, tlie wifdotp, of this wanderer claiiii ■ 
Aught of regard } Peculiar him my gueft 
I llyle ; but, fmce the honour he vouchiafesy - 
Delighted ye partake, give not too foon 
Him fignal of departure, but prepare 
With no penuri6u8 hand proportioned gifts. 
Vying in bounteous deeds, {men heaven hath ihowei'' 
Your peerage with abundant favours boon. 

Up rofe Echencus then, whofe wavy locks 
Silvcr'd with age, adornM his reverend brow. 
Fraught with matured council, and began 
Addrefling his compeers : Rightful and wife 
The queen's propofal is, let none demur 
Obedience to her will : Alcinous beft 
By fair enfample may prefcribe the rule. 

Alcinous from his bed of ftate reply 'd, 
tVith afpe6l bland : While here I live enthron'd, 
Jove's delegate of empire, and this hand 
Sways the Phaeacian fceptre, will I cheer 
Th' erroneous and afilitted, with meet afts 
Of regal bounty j but our princely gueft 
Muft, though impatient, for a time defer 
His voyage, that with due munificence 
Our gifts may be prepar'd : let all accord 
^ Benevoler 
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mcvolent, and free to furnifh ftores 
'orthy acceptance ; me you (hall confcfs 
he firft in bounty, as the firft in power. 
He cndedy and Ulyffes anfwer'd blithe : 
thou, by kingly virtues juftiy rais'd 
o this imperial eminence ! By thee 
''ere I detain'd, till the i-cvolving fun 
Dmplctes his annual circle, in thy will 
acquicfce obedient, till meet ftores 
5r my return be raised : then at my realin 
^iih royal largcfles arriving grac'd, 
nd gay retinue, ftrait the wondering Greeks 
/ill dear refpe6b and prompter homage yield. 
To whom Alcinous : Your diftinguifli'd worth 

00 plain is chara£Ver*d in all your port, 

b doubt you of thofe vagi ant clans, who roam 
allacious, and with copious legend take t 
he credulous ear ; you, virith feverell truth 
ob'd in rich eloquence, inftru6V and pleale : 
/hen (like fome bard, vei*s*d in heroic theme 
.ttemp^r'd to the lyre) you fweetly tell 
/hate'er in Grecian ftory was of old 
ecorded eminent, or when you fpeak 
our own difaftrous fate. But now proceed, 
ay affable, if while you low fojourn'd 

1 grofs Tartarean gloom, the mighty fhades 

>f thofe brave warring Greeks appeared, who fell 
y doom of battle ; for the lingering night 
[ath yet much fpace to mcafure, and the hour 
\£ deep is far to come : I can attend 

S3 With 
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With ravifhment to hear the pleaiiDg tale 
Fruitful of wonders, till the rofeate mom 
Pui-plcs the Eaft. Ulyfies thus rcply'd f 

Due time, O king, for converle and rcpofe 
Is ftill remaining ; nor will 1 refufe 
With coy denial, what the (acred car 
Of majcfty with audience deigns to grace. 
Hear next how my aflbciate wamors fell, 
O'envhelmM with huge affli6Uons, and opprcis*d 
In their own realms by feminine deceit. 
To them more fatal than the prowcfs'd foe. 

When by imperious Profcrpine nrcali'd. 
The lady-train difpers'd, the penfive form 
Of Agamemnon csme, with thole begirt 
Whom, in one common fate involved, of life 
yi*'gylthus had bcreav'd. Sipping the gore, 
lie rccogniz'd me inftant, and outfl:retch*d 
His unfubftantial aims, exhauftcd now 
Of all their vital vigour;; with (Iirill plaints 
Piercing tlie doleful region far : mine eyes, 
Sore wounded with the pitecus obje6t dear, 
EfTub'd a flood of tears, while thus I fpakc : 

O king of hoits ! O evcr-honour'd fon 
Of Atreus ! Say to w! ^ Ccvcrc decree 
Of dcltiny you bow'd. By Neptune's wrath 
Tcmpcfiing th' ocean, did you there expire 
Whclm'd in the watery abyfs ^ Or fell you ann*d, 
jMaking fierce inroad on ibmc hoftile coaft, 
'J'o ravage herds and ftocks ; or in aifault 
Cf Tome imperial fortrcfs, thence to win 

5 Ritli 
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Rich fpoils and beauteous captives, were you flaia 
Defeated of your fcizure ? He replied : 

I j)erifh'd not, my friend, by Neptune's wrath^ 
Whelm'd in the ocean wave ; nor dy'd in arms 
Heroic deeds attempting : but received 
From bafeiEgyfthus, and my bafcr queen, 
Irreparable doom, whilft I partook 
Refrefliment, and at fuppcr jovial fate 
Slain like an ox that's butcher'd at the crib, 
A death moft lamentable ! Round me lay 
An hideous carnage of my brcathlefs friends, 
Like beafls new flaughtcr*d for the bridal board 
Of fome luxurious noble, or devote 
To folcmn fcftival. On well-fought fields * 

You various fcenes of (laughter liave furvcy'd. 
And in fierce tournament ; yet had it quell'd 
Your bed of man to view us on the floor 
Rolling in death, with viands round us fprcad. 
And ponderous vafes bruis'd, while human gore 
Flooded the pavement wide. With Ihrilling cries 
CafTandra pierc'd my ear, whom at my fide 
Fallc Clytemneftra flew : t' avenge her wrong, 
3 with a dying grafp my fabre feiz'd ; 
But the curs'd alfaffin withdrew, nor clos'd 
My lips and eyes. O woman ! woman ! none 
Of nature's favage train have lefs remorfc 
In perpetrating crimes : to kill her mate. 
What bead was e'er a complice ? I return 'd 
Hopeful in affluence of domcftic joy 
To reign, encircled with my ofTspiing dear, 

S 4 Ani 
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And court-rctinuc J but ray traitrofs wife 
On female honour hath diffus*d a fiaxa 
indelible ; and her pernicious arts. 
Recorded for reproadi on all the icx. 
Shall wound foft innocence with touch of blame* 
I anfwer'd, O ye Powers ! by women's wilct 
Jove works fure bane to all th* imperial race 
Of Atreus ftill : for Helen's vagrant luft 
Greece mourns her dates difpeoplcd ; and you fell 
By your adultrefs ! Plaintive he reply*d : 

By my difaflers warn'd, to woman's faith 
IJnbofom nought momentous ; though ihe peal 
Your ear (by nature importune to know) 
Unlock not all your fecrets. But your wife. 
Of prudent meek deport, no train of ills 
Will meditate for you by force or guile : 
Her, when we led th' embattled Greeks to Troy, 
We left in blooming beauty afrefli j your fon 
Then hanging on her breaft j who now to man 
Full grown, with men aflbciates ; your approach 
With rapture he will meet, and glad his (ire 
With filial duty dear ; a blifs to me 
Not dcign'd 1 my fon I faw not ere I fell 
A viftim to my wife ; then, timely wam'd, 
Trufl not to woman's ken the time prcfix'd 
For your return to Greece. But fay (inccre. 
Aught have you heard where my Oreftes bides, 
111 lich Orchomenus, or fandy Pyle ; 
Or witli my brother lives he more fecurc 
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In fpacious Sparta? for of this dark realm 
He *8 not inhabitant. I thus rcjoin'd : 

Vain is your qucft, Atridcs j whether fate 
Permits your fon to draw the breath of heaveOy 
Friendly to life ; or whether in thcfe fhades 
He roams a gholV, I know not ; nor with ipccch 
Falic or ambiguous will beguile your car. 

While mournful thus we talk'd, fufFus'd with tears 
Of tender fympathy, young Pcleus came. 
With his aflbciates moil in life bclov*d, 
Faithful Patroclus, and th* egregious * fon 
Of Neflor, great in arms j with them (conjom'd 
In amicable converfc, e'en by death 
Uncancerd) walk'd the tall illuflrious (hade 
Of Ajax, with attraftive grace adorn'd, 
And prowefs ,• paragoned for both to none 
But great Achilles : me the goddefs-bom 
£y'd curious, and at length thus fad began : 

What caufe, Ulyfles, moves thy mind, expert 
Of warlike machinations ; what emprife 
Hath aught of fuch importance, as to tempt * 

This dire dcfcent, where we in dolorous night. 
Frail incorporeal forms, are doom'd abode ? 

O peerlefs chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The foremoft name ! I hither am conftminM, 
From the wife Thcban oracle to hear 
Beft means ievcalM, how to rcvifit fafe 
My native realm ; by rigid fate repell'd, 

* Antiiochus. 

I'm 
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I 'm cxiPd yet, with trcops of \'arious ills 
Sucrounded. But the gods, to your high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief 
With choicer bleffings than the eye of time 
Yet faw conferr'd. or future (Iiall behold i 
On earth you equal honours with the gods 
From us receiv'd ; nor by the fbx>ke of fate 
%nk with diminiihM luflre, but fupreme 
Rt-ign o*cr the (hades. He folemn fad replied : 

"Keign here fupreme ! deem not thy eloquence 
Can aught confole ray doom : rather on earth 
A village ilavc I 'd be, than titled here 
Imperial and augud. But lay mc true^ 
Or did my fon illuftrate his defccnt 
Firft in the files of war ; or fled he pale 
A recreant from the fight ? do all our tribes 
In Phthia ftill revere my father's throne; 
Or lives he now of regal power defpoii'd, 
A weak contemn'd old man, wanting my arm 
To hold his fceptre firm ? that arm ! which cift 
Warring for Greece, beftrcw'd the Phrygian jlains 
With many a prowcfs'd knight ! Would heavcnicfl 
The fame puiflant form, I'd foon avenge 
His injur'd age, and re-affert his claim. 

He ccafing, 1 reply 'd : Of Pelcus* Hate 
Fame hath to me been filent ; but attend 
While I th' atcliievements of thy glorious fbn 
Blazon, as truth Ihall dictate. Him to Troy 
Frpm Scyros o'er th' ^gean fafe I bore 
To jui* th' embattled Greeks : whene'er we fate 
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In council, to mature fome high dcfign, 
Pirft of the peerage with pcrfuafive fpeech 
His fentencc he difclos'd, by all confefs'd 
The third from Neftor. But whene'er we mov'd 
In battailous array, and the (brill clang 
Of on let founded, he, with haughty ftrides. 
Advancing in the van the forcmoft chief, 
Pierc'd throuj^h the adverfe legions, nor was deem'4 
>iOt equal to the beft. Each hardy deed, 
Which in his country's cauic the youth atchiev'd. 
Were long to tell; but by his javelin dy'd 
Eurypylus, of all th* auxiliary bands , 
Fam*d after Mcranon firft ; with many a peer 
Of Pcifgamcnian race, around him ftrown. 

When in the wooden horfc by Epeus form'd 
Scle£bed heroes lay, aghaA and pale 
The reft, fhuddering with fear, le,t round big dropc 
Roll fFom their drooping eyes, he fole abode 
Undaunted, un-difmay'd ; no chilling doubt 
Froftcd his damaik cheek, nor (iicnt tear 
Cours'd from its cryftal fluice, but grafping tierce 
His fpear and faulchion, for the combat grew 
Impatient, menacing deciiive rout 
To Troy's opponent powers j and when the height 
Of Ilipn had received the final ftroke 
From Grecian valour/ with barbaric (poil. 
To his high fame proportioned, he returned, 
Unmaik'd with hoftilc wound, though round him Mart 
With tenfold rage oft' made tlie battle burn* ; 

I ended : 
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I ended : joy incflfable jjofTefs^d 
1* he great paternal (hade j his fteps he rais'd 
With more majcftic portance o*er the mead 
Verdant with afphodcl, elate to hear 
His fon*s exploits cmblazon'd fair bv Fame. 

The reft, a penfive circle, round a^vait 
Reciting various dooms-, to mortal ear 
C«lan)itous and fad ! From thcfc a]>art 
The Tclamonian hero, whom I foil'd 
In contcftfof Achilles* arms, abode 
Sullen with treafur*d wrath : the fetal ftrifc 
By Thetis was proposM, and every judge 
Inftinft by Pallas, to my c^im iJeclar'd 
The prize of right. O ! why was I conftrain*d 
By honour to prtvail, and caufe to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adorn'd. 
And prowefs ; paragon'd for both, to none 
But the great fon of Pelcus ! Him with (Jxicch 
Lenient of wrath I thus accolled mild-: 

Ajax, let this oblivious gloom deface 
The memory of thofe arms, which heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the Greeks, who loft in thee 
Their power of ftrong defence : to mourn thy fall 
The voice of Grief along the tented ihore. 
Was heard, as loud as when the flower of war, 
Divine Achilles, dy'd : nor deem that aught 
Of human intcrpos'd to urge thy doom. 
But iicful Jove, to punifh all our hoft. 
Cut oS its darling hope. O royal ihade 1 

Approac 
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J\pproachy and affable to mc vouchfafe 
^ild audience, calming thy tempciluous rage. 

Vain was my.fuit ! for with th' unbody'd troop 
Of fpefbes, fleeting to th' interior Ihade 
Of Erebus, he to my friendly fpccch 
Difdain'd reply ; yet to that dark reccfs 
Had I purliicd his flight, he muil have borne 
Unwilling correfpondence, forced by fate, 
Impaflion'd as he was ; but I rcfrain'd. 
For other vifions drew my curious eye. 

Intent I faw with golden fceptre grave 
Minos, the Ton of Jove, to the pale ghofls 
Difpenfing. equity ; with faded looks 
They through the wide Plutonian hall appear'd 
Frequent and full, and argued each his cauie 
At that tribunal, trembling whilft he weigh'd 
Their pleaded reafon. Of portentous (ize 
Orion next I view'd ; a brazen mace 
Invincible he bore, in fierce purfuit 
Of thofe huge mountain favages he flew 
While habitant of earth, whofc grifly forms 
He urg'd in chace the flowery mead along. 

Nor unobferv'd lay ftretch'd upon the marie 
Tityus earth-born, whofe body long and large 
Cover'd nine acres : there to vultures fat 
Of appetite infatiate, and with beaks 
For ravjne bent, unintermitting goar*d 
His liver, 4)Owerlefs he to put to flight 
The fierce devourers ! to this penance judg'd 
For rape intended on Latona fair, 

*• The 
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The paramour of Jorc, as flie fojouni'd 
To Pytho o^er the Panopetan lawns ; 

Delicious landfl^ip ! lo a limpid lake 

Next Tantalus a doleful lotabides : 
Chin-deep he ftands, yet with affli6Hve drought 
Inceffant pines, while ever as he bows 
To fip refrefliment, frona his parchhig thirft 
The guileful water glides. Around the pool 
Fruit-M-ccs of various kinds umbrageous fprea<) 
Their pampcr*d boughs : the racy olive green ' 
The ripe pomegranate big with vinous pulp, 
The lufcious fig (ky-dy'd, the tafteful pear 
Vcrmilion'd half, and apples mellowing fwcct 
In bumifh'd golS, luxuriant o'er him wave. 
Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 
Of food ambrofial :— -when he tries to feizc 
The copious fruitage fair, a fiidden guft 
Whirls it aloof amid th* incumbent gloom. 
Then Sifyphus, the ncareft mate in woe, 
Drew my regard ; he with dlftended nerves 
Ay rolls a jy)ndcrous Hone up a rugged rock ; 
Urg'd up the ftecp clIfF flow with hand and foot 
It mounts, ^ but bordering on the cloudy peak. 
Precipitous adown the flopy fide 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, with duft befmear'd. 
And dcw'd with finoaking fwcat, inceflant plies.. 

I laft the vifionary femblancc vicw'd 
Of Hercules, a fhadowy form ; for he, 
The real fon of Jove, in heaven*^ high court " 
■" ' Abides, 
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Abides, aiTociate with the gods, and (hares 
Celeftial banquets ; where, with foft difport 
Of loFc, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 
Treats him nocturnal. With terrific clang^ 
Sumounding ghoft, like fowl, the region wing 
Vexatious, while the threatening image ftands. 
Gloomy as night, from his bent battle-bow 
In aft to let th' aerial arrow Ey, 
Athwart his brcaft a military zone 
Dreadful he wore, where grinn'd in fretted gold 
Grim woodland favagcs, with various fcenes 
Of war, fierce joufting knights, and havoc dire, 
VV^ith matchlcfs art portrayed ; me ftrait he knew, 
Arrd, piteous of my ftatc, addrcfs'd me thus ^ 

O exercis'd in grief, illuftrious fon 
Of good Laertes, fam*d for warlike wiles t 
Fated thou art (like me, what time I breath'd. 
Ktherial draught) beneath unnumber'd toils 
To groan opprefs'd : ev'n 1, the {ced of Jove„ 
Combated various ills, and was adjudged 
By an inferior wretch (what could he more ?). 
To drag to light the triple-crefted dog 
That guards hell's mafly portal : I atchiev'd 
The talk injoin'd through the propitious aid 
Of Mercury and Pallas, who vouchfaf *d 
Their friendly guidance ; then witliout reply. 
To Pluto's court majeftic he retired. 

Mean time for others of heroic note 
I waited, in the lifts of ancient fame 
[nroUd illuftrious ; and had haply ieen 

Grct^ 
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Great Thefeus, and Pirithous his compeer, 
The race of gods ; hut at the hideous fcrcaa 
Of fpeftres ilTuing from the dark profound 
I wax'd infirm of purpoic, fore difmay'd 
Left Profcrpinc Ihould fend Medufa, curl'd 
With fnaky locks, to fix me in her realm 
Stlfif with Gorgonian horror : to the ihip 
Retreating fpeedy thence, I bade my mates 
To Ihove from Ihore : joyous they ftrait began 
To flem the tide, and brtilh'd the whitening ieas^ 
Till the frefh gales relieved the labouring oar. 



THE W I D O W'S W I L 

A TALE. 

TT AVE you not feen (to ftate the cafe) 
•*■ -*• Two wafps lie llruggUng in a glafs ? 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 
AUur'd, about the brim they play ; 
They light, they murmur, then begin 
To lick, and fo at length flip in ; 
Embracing clofe the couple lies. 
Together dip, together rife ; 
You'd fwear they love, and yet they drive 
Which fliall be funk, and which funrive. 

Such fcign'd amours, and real hate, 
Attend the matrimonial ilate -, 

W 
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n iacred vows are bought and fold, 

hearts are ty*d with threads of gold, 
nymph there was, who ('tis avcr'd 
ime) was born without a beard : 
rtainfign, the learn'd declare, 

(guarded with uncommon care) 
virtue might remain at ten 
egnable, to boys or men. 
"rom that aera we*Il proceed, 
nd her in a widow's weed : 
ch, all love's chronicles agree, 
vore juft lurn'd af twenty-three ; 
in old fot (he call'd her mate, 
cwcls, pin-money, and plate, 
dame, poflefs'd of wealth and eafe, 
no more appetites to pleafe ,• 
: which provokes wild girls to wed, 
—It ne'er enter'd in her head. 
5t feme prelific planet fmilM, 

gave the pair a chopping child ; 
led by the law to claim 
hulband's chattels, and his name i 
was fo like his mother ! She 

Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 
his matron fair for fpouie deceas'd 

forrow'd fore, a week at lead ; 

. feem'd to grudge the worms that prey, 

ch had lain dead full manv a da v. 
n plays and balls (he now refraia'd, 
i dark room by cullom chain'd • 

T And 
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And not a male for idve or gold» 
But the dear hopes of two years old. 

The maids fo long in piifbn pent, 
Aik leave to air ; ihe gives confeot 
(For health is riches to the poor) : 
But Tom muil ftay to guard the door. 
Im reading Sherlock (he'd employ 
Her folitude, and tend the boy. 

When madam fees (he coa& is ckar« 
Her fpirits mantle and career; 
Diffufing ardour throi^h her mien ; 
Pity they ihould condenfe to fpleen^! 
But now by honour (he's confin'd. 
Who fluttered once as free as wind : 
And on a malquerading morn. 
By fix fecurely could return ; 
Having, to feal him fafe till nine, 
With opium drugged her ipoufe's wine. 
This the gay world no worfe would hold^ 
Tlian had (he only chang'd his gold : 
The fpecies anfwer'd all demands. 
And only pafs'd through other hands* 
But honour now prefcribes the law. 
The tyrant keeps her will in awe j 
For charity forbid to roam. 
And not a chitterling at home. 
What \ a large flomach, and no meat f 
In pity, Love, provide a treat. 
Can widows feed on dreams ancT wiHics, 
Like bags on viflonary difhcs ? • 

I] 
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Impof&ble ! Through walls of ftooe 

Hunger will bi^ak, to fuck z bone. 

Want, oft* in times of old, ^we read, 

Af ade mothers on their infantsiieed i 

And now conllrain'd this matron mild. 

To grow hard-hearted to her child. 

Her darlmg child (he piadi'd; he fquall'd; 

In hafte the favourite footman 's cali'd. 

To pacify the peevifh chit ; 

For who but he could do the feat ? 

He fmarting fore, refused to play ; 
But bade man Thomas beat mamma. 

She, laughing, fboa aT0\v'd her flamt 
By various £gns that want a name. 
The lacquey faw, widi traaabling joy, 
-Gay humour dancing in her eye ; 
And ftrait with equal fury fir*d 
Began th' attack j the dame retirM^ 
And haply falling as ike fled. 
He beat her tell (he lay for dead ; 
But (with new vigour for the ftrife) 
Soon with a figh return'd to life. 

Think ye fhe'd e'er forgive her fon, 
Por what the naughty man had done i 
She did ; yet, fpited with his pain, 
He founds th' alarm to charge again. 
But, 'fquirc, confult your potent ally, 
Whether he *s yet prepar'd to rally—* 
3res ; blood is hot on either fide ; 
Anpther combat muk be try 'd . 

Tj, Me 
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She knew the foe could do -no more. 

Than at the firft attack fhc bore j 

So at his little malice CtnWd, 

And cry'd, Come on !— -To pleafe the child. 

A . L A - M O D E. 

1i^ Y better fclf, my heaven, my joy ! 

^ "*• While thus imparadis*d I lie, 

Tranfported in thy circling arms 

With frefli variety of charms j 

From fate I fcarce can think to crave 

A blifsy but what in thee I have^ 

Twelve months, my dear, have paft, fincc tho«i 

Didft plight to me thy virgin vow ; 

Twelve months in rapture fpent ! for they 

Seem fliorter than St. Lucy's day : 

A bright example we fhall prove 

Of laiiing matrimonial love. 

Meanwhile, I beg the gods to grant 
(The only favour that I want) 
That I may not furvive, to fee 
My happinefs expire with thee, 
O ! {hould 1 lofe my deareft dear. 
By thee, and all that's good, I fwear, 
I'd give my felf the fatal blow ; 
And wait thee to the world below. 

When Wheedle thus to fpoufe in bed. 
Spoke the bef): things he e'er had read; 

Ma- 
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adam furprii'd, (you muft fuppolfe it) 
d lock'd a Templar in the clolet : 
youth of pregnant p:irtSy and worth, 
play at picquet, and fo forth— 
is wag, when he had heard the whole, 
murcly to the curtain dole j 
d peeping in, with folcmn tone 
'd out, O man ! thy days are done : 
B gods are fearful of the woiil, 
d fend mc, Death, to fetch thee firft ; 
iave their favourite from felf-raurdcr, 
' thus I execute their order. 
d. Sir, for fecond thoughts arc bcH, 
? hufband cry'd; 'tis my requcft 
th pleafure to prolong my life.— - 
IT meaning ?— Pray, fir, take my wife. 



APPHO TO PHAON. 
A LOVE EPISTLE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

T HAT, after all my art, will you demand, 

Before the whole is read, the writer's hand ? 
1 could you guefs from whom this letter came 
»re you faw it fign'd with Sappho's name ? 
't wonder, Tmce Pm form'd for lyricks, why 
ftrain is turn'd to plai^Ttivc elegy j 

T 3 I rootirii 
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I mourn my (lighteSTlove ; alas ! my Intt, 
And iprighly odes, would ill with forrow Cviiu 
I'm fcorch'd, I burn, like fields of com on fire, 
When winds to fan the furious blaze confpire. 
To flaming JEtn^ Phaon 's pleas'd to roam, 
But Sappho feels a fiercer flame at home. 

T^o more my thoughts in even numbers flow, 
Verfe bcft befits a mind deroid of woe. 
No more I court the nymphs I once cafeft^ 
But Phaon rule!f unrivard in my brcaft. 
Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy £ 
A fatal face to me, too cruel boy ! 
Enflav'd to thofe enchanting looks, that wear 
The bluih of Bacchus and Apollo's air ; 
Affume the garb of either god, in thee 
We every grace of either god may fee j 
Yet they confefs'd the power of female charms, 
In Daphne's flight and Ariadne's arms ; 
Though neither nymph was fam'd for wit, to njor* 
With melting airs the rigid foul to love. 
To mc the Mufe vouchfafes ccleftial fire, 
And my foft numbers glow with warm defire« 
Alcaeus- and myfelf alike Ihe crown'd, 
For fqftncfs I, and he for flrength renown'd. 
Beauty, 'tis true, penurious fate denies. 
But wit my want of beauty well fupplies r 
My fliape I own is fliort, but yet my name 
Is far diflfus'd, and fills the voice of fame. 
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Ti not fair, youag Perieus did~«dore 

fwarthy graces of the royal * Moor : 

nilk-white doves udth mottled mates arc join'i, 

the gay parrot to the turtle's kind : 

F you'll fly from Love's connubial rites 

3ne as charming as yourfelf invites, 

of our fex can ever blcfs your bed, 

think of wooing, for you ne'er can wed. 

t, when you read my verie, you lik*d each line, 

Rvore no numbers were fo fwect as mine ; 

; (that pleafing image ftill is plain, 

tender things we lovers long retain !) 

:ver when xhe warbling notes I rais'd, 

I'ith fierce'kifles ftiflcd what you prai^'4. 

winning grace in eVery aft you found^ 

I full tides of ecilaiy were drovtn'd ; 

murmuring in the melting joys of love, 
I yours my curling limbs began to mpve : 
3W the bright Sicilian maids adore 
outb, \v}io feem'd £0 fond of ibe before : 
>ack, fend back my fugitive ! for he 
'ow to you the vows he made to me : 
mooth deceiving tongue of his can charfft 
jyeft ear, the rougheft pride difarm. 

aid thy poetefs, great Queen of Love, 
:ious to my growing paffion prove ! ^ 

e was cruel to my tender age, 
ill purfues wirfi unrelenting rage, 

* Andromeda. 

T4 ^ 
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Of parents, whilft a chrld, I was i)ereft» 
To the wide world an hclpjefii orphan left : 
My brother in a (trumpet's vile embrace 
I^vifli'd a large eilate to buy di%race» 
And doomed to trafiick on the main is tofty 
Winning with danger what, with fhame he oft. 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His condu6t, and was careful of his fame : 
And then (as if the woes I bore beHde 
Were yet too light) my little daughter dyM. 
But after all thefe pangs of forrow paft, 
A worfe came on, for Phaon came at laft ! 
No gems, nor rich embroider'd filks, I wear; 
No more in artful curls I comb my hair; 
No golden threads the wavy locks inwreath. 
Nor Syrian oils diiTufive odours breathe : 
Why Ihould 1 put fuch gay allurements on. 
Now he, the darling of my Ibul, is gone ? 
Soft is my brcaft, and keen the killing dart. 
And he who gave the wound defer\'e8 my heart ; 
My fate is fix'd, forfure the fates decreed 
That he fhould wound, and Sappho's bofom bleed 
By the Imooth blandifluiients of vcrle betray'd. 
In vain I call my realbn to my aid ,• 
The Mufc is faithlcfs to the fair at beft, 
Ijut fatal in a love-fick lady's brcaft. 

Yet is it Itrange lo fweet a youth Ihould dart 
Flames lb rcfiftlefs to a woman's heart ? 
Him had Aurora feen, he foon had fciz'd 
Her ioul> and Ccphalus no more liad pleas'd :' 
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:e Cynthia, did the once behold his charms, 

^haon's would forfake Endymion*s arms j 

s would bear him to her bower above, 

:herc (he dreads a rival in his love. 

r perfe£^ion thou, nor youth, nor boy, 

1 in the bright meridian point for joy ! 

e, on my panting breaft thy head recline, 

love I a(k not, only fufier mine : 

le this I aflc (but afk I fear in vain) 

low my falling tears the letter ftain. 

t leaft, why would you not vouchfafc to (hew 

nd regret, and fay, '* My dear, adieu !** 

parting kifs I gave, nor tender tear, 

-uin flew on fwifter wings than fear : 

wrongs, too fafely treafur'd in my mind, 

all the pledges Phaon left behind ; 

could I make my laft defirc to thee, 

ctimes to caft a pitymg thought on me. 

gods ! when firft the killing news I heard. 
It pale amazement in my looks appeared I ' 

hile o'erwhelm'd with unexpefted woe, 
tongue forbore to fpeak, my eyes to flow, 
when triy fenfe was wakcn'd to defpair, 
at my tender brea(t^, and tore my liair : 
I diftra6lcd mother weeps forlorn, 
L'n to the grave her fondling babe is borne, 
nwhile my cruel brother, for relief, 
h fcorn infults me, and derides my grief : 
" foul ! he cries, I doubt (he grows lincere; 
daughter is retum'd to life I fear. 

Mindlefs 
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Mindlefs of fame, I to the world Kred 

The love fo long I laboured to conceal. T 

Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to me;, F 

All day I dote, and dream" all night of thee : 

Though Phaon fly to regions far remoce, K 

By Sleep his image to my bed is brought : V 

Around my neck thy fond embraces twine. 

Anon I think my arms incircle thine r T 

Then the warm wifhes of my foul I (peak, 1 

Which from my tongue in dying munnun bre^k r 

Heaven* ! with thy balmy lips my Hps air pieft: 

And then ! ah then !-.— I blufli to write the reft. 

Thus in my dreams the bright ideas play 1 

And gild the glowing fccncs of fancy gay : 

With life alone my lini^ering love muft encf, ^ 

On thee my love, my life, my all depend. 

But at the dawning day my plcafurcs fleer. 
And I (too Toon !) perceive the dear deceit ^ 

In caves and groves I feck to calm my grief j 

The caves and groves afford me no relief 

Frantic I rove, diforder'd with defpair, 

And to the winds unbind my fcatter'd hair. 

I find the Shades, which to our joys were kind,. 

But my falfe Phaon there no more I find r 

With him the caves were cool, tlie grove was grcea. 

But now his abfence withers all the (bene : 

There weeping, I the grafly couch furvey. 

Where fide by fide we once together lay : 

I fall where thy forfakcn print appears, 

And the kind turf imbibes my flowing tears. 

The 
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The birds and trtes to grief aflidance brtng* 

Thcfe drop their leaves, and they forbear to fing : 

Poor Philoroeiy of all the quire, alone 

For mangled Itys warbles out her moan ; 

Her moan for him trills fweetly through the grove. 

While Sappho fings of ill -requited love. 

To this dear folitude the Naiads bring 
Their fruitful urns, to form a filvcr fpring s 
The trees that on the flaady margin grow 
Are green above, the banks are green below • 
Here while by forrow luird aflccp I lay. 
Thus faid the guardian nymph, or feem'd to fay ; 
Fly, Sappho, fly ; to cure this deep deipaiiv 
To the Leucadian rock in haite repair r 
High on whofe hoary top an awful fine. 
To Phoebus rear'd, furveys the fubjefk main. 
This defperate cure, of old, Deucalion try'd. 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrha*8 pride ; 
Into the waves, as holy rites require. 
Headlong he leaped, and quench'd his hopelefs fke t 
Her frozen breaft a fudden flame fubdued. 
And ihe who fled the youth, the youth purfued. 
Like him, to give thy raging paffion eafe. 
Precipitate thyfelf into the Teas. 

This faid, &e difappear'd. I deadly wan 
Ro(c up, and gufhing tears unbounded nn : 
I fly, ye nympha, I fly ; though fear ai&il. 
The woman, yet the lover mull prevail. 
In death what terrors can defcrve my care ? 
The pang! of death are gentkr tbao dc%«ir« 

Yc 
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Ye winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my f^ll. 
Your downy pinions fpread ! my weight is (mail. 
Thus refcued, to the god of vcrfe I '11 bow. 
Hang up my lute, and thus infcribe my vow : 
To Phoebus grateful Sappho gave this lute ; 
The gift did both the god and giver fuit. 

But, Phaon, why ihould I this toil endure, 
When thy return wonld foon complete the cure ? 
Thy beauty, and its balmy power, would be 
A Phoebus and Leucadian rock to me. 
O harder than the rock to which I go, 
And deafer than the waves that wal- below ! 
Think yet, oh think ! ihall future ages tell 
That I to Phaon 's fcom a viflim fell ? 
Or hadft thou rather fee this tender brcaft 
Bruis'd on the clift, than clole to Phaon's preft? 
This bread,' which, fiU'd with bright poetic fire, 
You made me once believe you did admire ? 
O could it now fupply me with addrefs 
To plead my caufe, and court thee with fucccfs ! 
But mighty woes my genius quite control. 
And damp the riling vigour of my foul : 
Ko more, ye Lcfbian nymphs, delire a long. 
Mute is my voice, my lute is all unfliiing. 
My Phaon's fled, who made my fancy fhine, 
(Ah ! yet I fcarce forbear to call him— mine.) 
Phaon is fled ! but bring the youth again, 
Infpiring ardors will revive my vein. 
But why, alas ! this unavailing prayer ? 
Vain are my vows, and fleet witli common air : 

My 
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'ows the winds difperfe, and make their fport| 
le'er will waft him to the Lefbian port, 
t if you purpofe to return, 'tis wrong 
;t your mifircfs languifh here fo long : 
•s for your fair voyage will compofe 
fea, for from the fea the go^defs rofc t 

d, ailifted with propitious gales, 
hanA the rudder, and dire6l: the fails, 
if relentlcfs to my prayer you prove, 

11, unkind without a caufe, youMl rove» 
ne'er to Sappho's longing eyes reftore 
objeft, which her hourly vows implore? t 

U be companion now t* avow your»hate ; 

e, and confirm the rigour of my fate ! 
I, ileel'd with refolution by defpair, 
:urc I '11 to the kinder feas repair : 

laft relief for love-fick minds I'll tSry ; 
3U8 may grant what Phaon could deny. 



ADVER- 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

^ H E ancients have left us little ^sortlier accouni 
Phaon^ than, th^ he was an old mariner^ vtl 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, wl 
Sapphoy and (everal other Leibian ladies, fdJ^affionai 
in love with; and thereforet I thought it might 
pardonable to vary the circumftances of his fie 
and to add what I thought proper in the follow 
epidlc. 

PHIAON to SAPPHO, 

T Soon perceived from whence your letter came, 
•■■ Before I faw it fign*d with Sappho's name : 
Such tender thoughts in fuch a flowing verfe. 
Did Phcrbus to the flying nymph rehearfe ;• 
Yet Fate was deaf to all his powerful charms. 
And tore the beauteous Daphne from his arms ? 

With fuch concern your paffion I furvey, 
As when I view a veflel tofs'd at fea ; 
I beg each friendly power the florm may ceafc. 
And every warring wave be lull'd in peace. 
What can I more than wifh ? for who can free 
The wretched from the woe the gods decree ? 
With generous pity I '11 repay your flame ; 
Pity ! 'tis what dcfenres a fofter name i 
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Which yet, I fear, of equal uTe would piore 
To footh a tcmpeft, as abate your Iotc. 

How can my ait your fierce difcafe fubdue f 
2 wanty alas ! a greater cure than you : 
Bcnumb'd in death <hc coUl phyikiaa ixttf 
While for hisMp the feverifii pa^nt cries : 
Call me not cruel, but rq[>roach my fate, 
Andy lifte^ing wbik my woes I here rekte. 
Let your (oft bofom heave with tiender figbs^ 
Let melting forrow knguiih in your eyes ; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conftrain'd to rore, 
Whofe crime and puniihment is (lighted love ; 
Fix'd for his guilt, to every coming age, 
A monument of Cytherea's rage. 

At Melea bom, my race unknown to fame, 
With oars I ply'd ; Colymbus was my name; 
A name that from the diving birds I bore, 
Which feek their fiihy food along the fhore. 
One fummer-eve in port I left my fail, 
And with my partners (ought a neighbounngvale ; 
What time the niral nymphs repair'd to pay 
Their floral honours to the Queen of May. 
At firft their various charms my choice confu(e. 
For what is choice where each is fit to chu^e ? 
But love or fate at length my bo(bm fir'd 
With a bright maid in myrtle-green attir^ ; 
A (hepherdeft (he was, and on the lawn 
Sate to the (etting-fun from dewy dawn ; 
Yet fairer than the nymphs who guaxd th6 fbreams 
In pearly cayes> and ihun the burnisg beams. 

Iwhifper 
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I whifper love ; ihc flies ; I ftill pursue. 

To prefs her to the joy (he never knew : 

And while I fpeak the virgin blufhes fpread 

Her damalk beauty with a warmer red. 

I vow'd unfhaken faith, invoking loud 

Venus, t' atteft the folemn faith I vow'd ; 

Invoking all the radiant lights above, 

(But moft the lamp that lights the realm ofiiDve) 

No more to .guide me with their friendly rays, 

But leave my fhip to perifli on the feas. 

If the dear .charmer ever chanc'd to find 

My heart .dilloyal, or my look unkind. 

A maid will liftcn when her lover Avcars,. 
And think his faith more real than her fears* 
The careful fhepherdefs fecur'd her flocks 
From the devouring wolf, and wily fox, 
Yet fell hcrfelf' an undefended prey 
To one more cruel and more falfe than they. 
The nuptial joys we there confummate fbon. 
Safe in the friendly filence of the moon ; 
And till the birds proclaim'd the dawning day. 
Beneath a fhade of flowers in lianfport lay : 
I rofc, and foftly fighing, view'd her o'er ; 
How chang'd, I thought, from what Ihe was befor 
Yet ftill repeated (eager to be gone) 
My former pledges, with a fainter tone, 
And promis'd quick return : the penfive fair 
Went with reludlance to her f eecy care j 
"While I refolv'd to quit my native fhore. 
Never to fee the latc-iov'd Malea more. 

1 
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Frefli on the waves the morning breezes play, 
To bear my veflel and my vows away : 
With profperous fpeed I fly before the wind, 
And leave the length of Lefbos all behind : 
Far diftant from my Malean love at lalt, 
(Secure with twenty leagues between us call) 
I furl my fail^, and on the Sigrian ihore, 
Adopting ths* my feat, the vcffel moor, 
Sigrium, from whole aerial height I fpy 
The diflant fields that bore imperial Ti oy, 
Wliich, ftill accurs'd fox Helen's broken vow, 
Procure thin crops, ungrateful to the plow. 
I gaze, revolving in my guilty mind j 
What future vengeance will my falfchood find. 
When kings, and empires, no forgivenefs gained 
For violated rites, and faith prophan'd ! 

Sea-faring on that coaft I led my life, 
A commoner of love, without a wife ; 
Content with cafual joys : and vainly thought 
Venus forgave the perjur'd, or forgot. 
And now my fixtieth year began to fhed 
An undiil.nguifh'd winter o'er my head ; 
When, bent for Tenedos, a country dame 
(I thouglu her fuch) for fpeedy paffage came, 
A palfy fliook her limbs ; a fhrivePd fltia 
But ill conceal'd the fkelctoa within 5 
A monumciit of Time : With equal grace 
Her garb had poverty to (bit her face. 
Extorting firftmy price, I fprcad my fail". 
And fleer my courfe before a merry gate f 

U Wh 
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Which haply turn'd her tatter'd veil afide, 
When in her lap a golden vafe I ipyM ; 
Around fo rich with orient gems enchasM, 
A flamy luftre o*cr the gold they cafl. 
With eager eyes I view the tempting bane. 
And failing now fccure amid the main* 
With felon force I feize the feeming crone^ 
To plunge her in, and make the prize my own. 
To Venus ftrait ihc changed divine to view !. 
The laughing Loves around their mother flew; 
Who, circled with a pomp of Graces, flood. 
Such as (be (irft afcended from the flood. 
I bow'd, ador'd — With terror in her voice. 
Thy violence ((he cry'd) (hall win the prize : 
Renew thy wrinkled form, be young and fair; 
But foon thy heart fliall own the purcbafe dear. 
Nor is revenge forgot, though long delay'd» 
For vow^ attefted in the Malean fhade — 
Wrapt in a purple cloud, Ihe cut the ikies. 
And looking down, Itill threatened with her eyes. 

My fear at length difpellM (the fight of gold 
Can make an avaricious coward bold) 
I fciz*d the glittering fpoil, in hope to find 
A cafe fo rjch with richer treafures Un*d. 
The lid removed, the vacant fpace inclos'd 
An eflencc, with ccleftial art composed ; 
Which cures old age, and makes the fhriveVd checl 
Blulhy as Bacchus, and as Hebe fleek ; 
Strength to the nen^es the ncftarM fwcets fupply. 
And eagle-radiance to the faded eye. 
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l^or fharp difeafe, nor want, nror age have power 
T' invade that vigour, and that bloom deflower. 

Th' cflFe£b I found ; for, when returned to land, 
Some drops I fprinkled on my fun-biimt hands 
"Where'er they fell, furprizing to the fight, 
"The freckled brown imbib'd a milky white : 
So look the panther's varied fides ; and lb 
7he pheafant's wing, bedropt with flakes of fiiOw* 
1 wet the whole, the fame celeftial hue 
TintSlur'd the whole $ ma»nder'd o'er with blue. 
45truck with amazement here, I paufe a fpace i 
l<}eact with the liquid fiveets anoint my face : 
My neck and hoary locks I then bedew, 
And in the waves my changing vifage view* 
Strait with my charms the watry miiTor glows> * 
Thofe fatal charms that ruin'd your repofe ! 
Still doubting, up I ftart, and fear to find 
Some young Adonis gazing o'er behind. 
'My wafte, and all my limbs, I laft befmear'd, 
And loon a gloffy youth o'er all appear'd. 

Long wrapt in fiient wonder, on the ftrand^ 
I like a ftatue of Apollo ftand : 
Like his, whh oval grace my front is fpread t 
Like his, my lips and cheeks are rofy red $ 
Like his my limbs are fliap'd ; in every part 
<So juft, they mock the fculptor's mimic art : 
And golden curls adown my fhoulder's flow ; 
VoT wants there ought, except the lyre and bow. 
Heftor'd to youth, triumpant I repair 
TTo court ;. to captivate th' admiring fstir : 

V z My 
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My faultlcfs form the Leibian nymphs adore ! 
Avow their flapes, weep, (igh, proteily implore* 
There feel I firft the penance of my fin ; 
All fpring without, and winter all within I 
From me the fenfe of gay defire is fled. 
And all their charms are cordial to the dead. 
Or if within my breaft there chance to rife 
The fweet remembrance of the genial joys i 
Sudden it leaves me, like a tranfient gleam 
That gilds the furface of a freezing Ibieam. 
Meantime .with various pangs my heart is torn. 
Hate drives with Pity, Shame contends with Scorns 
Confus'd with grief, I quk the court, to range 
In ravage wilds ; and curfe my penal change. 
The phoenix fo, reftor'd with rich perfumes^ 
Difplays the florid pride of all his plumes j 
Then flies to live amid th* Arabian grove. 
In barren folitudc, a foe to love. 
But, in the calm recefs of woods and plains. 
The viper Envy revcl'd in my veins j 
And ever when the male csaefs'd his bride. 
Sighing with rage, I turn*d my eyes aiide. 
In river, mead, and grove, fuch objefts rofe, 
T' avenge the goddefs, and awake my woes : 
Fiih, bcaft, and bird, in river, mead, and grove^ 
Blefs'd and rever'd the blifsful powers of Love* 

What can I do for eafe ? O, whither fly ? 
Refume my fatal form, ye gods, I cry : 
Wither this beauteous bloom, fo tempt'ng fftf ; 
And let me live transformed to weak, and gray ! 

By 
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By change of clime my forxows to beguile^ 

I leave for Sicily my native ifle : 

Vain hope ! for who can leave himielf behind ; 

And live a thoughtlefs exile from the mind ? 

Arriving there, amidfl a flowery plain 

That join*d the Ihore, I viewM a virgin-train ; 

Who in foft ditties fung of Acis' flame, 

And flrew'd with annual wreaths liis amber ftream. 

Me foon they faw, and, flr'd with pious joy. 

He comes, the god-like Acis comes, they cry : 

Fair pride of Neptune's court ! indulge our prayer | 

Approach, you 've now no Polyphcme to fear : 

Accept our rites : to bind thy brow, we bring 

Thefe earlieft honours of the rofy fpring : 

So may thy Galatea ftill be kind. 

As we thy fmiling power propitious End ! 

But if— (they read their error in my blulh ; 

For ihame, and rage, and fcorn, alternate fluih) 

But if of earthy race, yet kinder prove j 

Refufe all other rites,, but thofe of Love. 

That hated word new-ftabs my rankling wound ; 

Like a ftuck deer I flartle at the found : 

Thence to the woods with furious fpeed repair. 

And leave them all abandon'd to dcipair. 

So, frighted by the fwains, to reach the brake 
Glides from a funny bank the glittering fnakc : 
And whilft, revived in youth, his wavy train 
Floats in large (pires, and burns along the plain ; 
He darts malignance from his fcorn ful eye, 
And the young flowers with livid hiflibs dk*. 

U i Let 
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Let my fad fate your foft compaffion move, 
ConvincM that Phaon would, but cannot lorer 
To torture anddifini6^myfbul, are joia'd 
Unfading youth, and impotence of mind. 
The white and red that flatter on my fkin. 
Hide hell j the grinning Furies howl within ; 
Pride, Eiivy, Rage, and Hate inhabit there. 
And the black child of Guilt, extreme Defpair : 
Nor of lefs terror to the perjur'd prove 
The frowns of Venus, than the bolts of Jove, 

When Orpheus in the woods began to play, 
Sooth'd with his airs the leopards round him lay : 
Their glaring eyes: with leffen'd fury bum'd ; 
But when the lyre was mute, their rage retum'd : 
So would thy Mufe and lute a while controul 
My woes, and tunc the difcord of my foul : 
In fweet fufpence each favage thought reftrain*d j 
And then, the love I never felt I feigned. 
O Sappho, now that Mufe and lute employ ; 
Invoke the golden goddefs from the fky : 
From the Leucadian rock ne'er hope redreis ; 
In love, Apollo boafts no fuie fucccfs : 
Let him prefide o'er oracles and arts ; 
Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearts. 
O, let the warbled hymn * delight her ear 5 
Can Ihe when Sappho fings refufe to hear ? 
Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pa'n, 
While flowers and burning gums perfume her fane* 

* Alluding to her Ode to Vemxs, 

An 
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And when, defcending to the plaintive found. 

She corned confefs'd with all her Graces round 1 

O, plead my caulc ! in that aufpicious hour, 

Propitiate with thy vows the vengeful power. 

Nor ceafe thy fuit, till with a fmiling air 

She cries, I give n\y Phaon to tliy prayer : 

And, from his crime abfoIv*d, with all his charms 

He long (hall live, and die in Sappho*s arms.— 

Then fwift, and gentle as her gentleft dove, 

I'll leek thy bread, and equal all thy love : 

Hymen (hall clap his purple wings, and fpread 

Incellant raptures o'er the nuptial bed. 

And while in pomp at Cytherea's (brine. 

With choral fong and dance, our vows we join ; 

Her flaming altar with religious fear 

I'll touch, and proftrate on the marble, fwear 

That zeal and love for ever (hall divide 

My heart, between the goddefs and the bride. 

A TALE, 

Devifed in the plefauht Manere of 
6ENTIL MAISTER JEOFFREY CHAUCER. 

"ITT" Hylom in Kent there dwelt a clerkc, 

^ ^ Who wyth grete cheer, and litil werke, 
Upfwalen was with venere : 
For meagre Lent ne recked be, t 

U4 Ne 
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Ne faln£b daies had in rcmcmbrauncc. 

Mo will had he to daliaunce. 

To ferchcn out a bcllamie. 

He had a (harp and licorous eie ; 

But it wold bett abide a Icke, 

Or onion, than the fight of Grekc : 

Wherefore, God yeve him ihame, Boccacc 

Scrv*d him for Bafil and Ignace, 

His vermeil cheke that fhon wyth mirth. 

Spake him the biitheft priell on y earth : 

At chyrch, to fhe\v his lillied hond. 

Full fetoufly he prank'd his bond ; 

Sleke weren his flaxen locks ykempt. 

And Ifaac Wcver was he nempt. 

Thilke clerke, echaufed in the groyne, 
For a young damofcll did pyne, 
Bom in Ealt-Cheap ; who, by my fay, 
Ypert was as a popinjay : 
Ke wit ne wordes did fhe waunt, 
Wcle cond fhe many a romaunt j 
Ore myfcadinc, or fpiced ale, 
Slie carrel fl foote as nightingale r 
Ar>d for the nonce couth rowk her eyne^ 
Withouten fpcchej a fpcciall figne 
She lack'd fomdcle of what cch dame 
Holds dere as life, yet dredes to name : 
So was cftfoons by Ifaac won. 
To blifsful confummation. 

Here mought I now tell en the feftes. 
Who yave the bryde, how bibb'd the ghcftet $ 

5 " B' 
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But withouten fuch gawdes, I trow 

Myne legend is prolix ynow. 

Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's fong, 

A tale (hold never be too long; 

And fikerly in fayre Englond 

None belt doeth taling underftond. 
She now, algates full fad to chaunge 

The citee for her hufbond's graungc, 

To Kent mote j for fhe wele did knowe 

'Twas vaine ayenft the ftrcme to rowe. 

Sa wend they on one deed yfere, 

Ech cleping toiler life and dere ; 
Heven fhilde hem fro myne Bromley hoft^ 
Or many a groat thcyr mecl woU cod. 
Deem next ye maiftrefs Wever fene 
Yclad in fable bombafinc j 
The frankeleins wyves accoft her blythe^ 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe j 
And ycve honour parochiall 
In pew, and eke at feftivall. 
Wodchip and wealth her hufbond hath ; 
Ke poor in aught, fave werks and faith r 
Kepes bull, bore, ftallion, to difpence 
Large pennorths of benevolence. 
His bernc ycranuned was, and (lore 
Of poultrie cackled at the dore ; 
His wyf grete joie to fede hem toke. 
And was aftonied at the cocke ; 
That, in his portaiince debonair, 
Qn everich henu beflow'd a fham 

Of 
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Ofplcfaunce, yet no genitours 
^he favv, to thrill his paramours : 
Oftfithes (he mokel mus'd thcron, 
Yet nift (he howgatcs it was don. 

One night, ere they to deepen went. 
Her Ifaac in her ^'ms (he hent, 
^s was her ufage ; and did faie. 
Of charite I mote thee praie, 
To techen myne unconnyng wit 
One thing it comprehendcth nict : 
And maie the foul fiend harrow thee. 
If in myne queil thou falfen me. 

Our Chaunticlere loves everich hen, 
Nc fewer kepes our yerd than ten ; 
Yet romps he ore beth grete and fmall, 
Ne ken I what he fwinks wythall. 
But on ech leg a\vepon is, 
Yperfent, and full ftarke I wys ; 
Doth he with hem at Pertelote play ? 
In footli thcrcs werk inough for tway. 

Qd. Ifaac, ceites by Sainft Poule, 
Myne lief thou art a fimple foulej 
Foulcs fro the cgle to the wren, 
Bm harnefs^dothergifc than men : 
For the males engins of delite, 
Ferre in theyr entrails are empight ; 
Els, par mifchaunce,* theyr merriment 
Emong the breers mought fore be ihent. 
Thus woxen hote, tliey much avauncc 
Lov^ of venereal jouifaunce : 
ft 
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And in one month, the trouth to faync, 
Swink mo than nianhode in yeres twaine. 

O Bcnedicite ! qd. flic, 
If kepyng hotc fb kindlych be, 
Hie in thync bowcFes truls thyne gere, 
And eke the ikrijtpe that daunji^Ieth here. 

Nt dame, he anfwerd, mote that bene; 
For as I hope to be a dene, 
Thiike Falftafle-bellie rownd and big. 
Was built for corny ale and pig ; 
Nc in it is a chink for-thefe, 
Ne for a wheat-ftraw, and tvvay pea(e. 

Pardie, qd. (he, fyth theres nat room, 
Swete Nykin ! chafe hem in myne woom. 

TO MR. POPE. 

AN IMITATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM IN HOMER. 

In which the poet fuppofeth Apollo to have given 
this anfwer to one who enquired who was the author 
of tlie Iliad, 

Haec modulabar ego, fcripfit divinus Homerus. 

IHTTHEN Phosbus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 

^^ Of old alTembled in the Thefpian Ihades, 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
BeHts thefe harps to found, and thee to hear 

Reply»d 
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^cply'd the god, Your loftieft notes employ 
To fing young Peleus, and the fall of Troy. 
The wondrous fong with rapture they rehearfe. 
Then aik who wrought that miracle of verfc. 
He anfwer*d with a frown : I now reveal 
A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal. 
Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 
I warbled to the lyre that favourite tale. 
Which, unobferv'd, a wandering Greek and blind, 
Heard me repeat, and treafur'd in his mind; 
And, fir'd with thirft of more than mortal praife, 
From me the god of wit ufurp'd the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
Proud with ccleftial fpoils to grace her aame : 
Yet when my'arts fliall triumph in the Weft, 
And the White Ifle with female power is blell, 
Fame, I forefee, will make repiifals there. 
And the tranflator*s palm to me transfer ,• 
With lefs regret my claim I now decline, 
The world will think this Englilh Ilisd mine. 

THE PLATONIC SPELL. 

XTTHENE'ER I wed, young Strephon cry'd» 

' ' Ye powers that o*er the noofe prefide, 
Wit, beauty, weahh, good-humour give. 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 
But if all thefe no nymph can fhare. 
Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair^ 
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Thus pray*d the fwain in heat of blood, 
Whilft nigh celcftial Cupid ftood ; 
Aad, tapping him, faid, Youth be wifc^ 
And let a child for once adviie. 
A faultleft make, a managed wit, 
Humoir and riches, rarely meet : 
But if a beauty you'd obtain, 
Court fome bright Phyllis of the brain ; 
The dear idea long enjoy. 
Clean is the blifs, and ne'er will cloy. 

But trufl me, youth, for I 'm finccrc. 
And know the ladies to a hair; 
Howc'er fmall poets whine upon it. 
In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet. 
Their beauty 's but a (pell, to bring 
A lover to th* enchanted ring. 
E*er the fack-poflet is digeiled. 
Or half of Hymen's taper wafted. 
The winning air, the wanton trip. 
The radiant eye, the velvet lip, 
From which you fragrant kifles ftolc. 
And {ccm*d to fuck her fpringing foul ; 
Thefe, and the reft you doated on. 
Are naufeous, or infipid grown ; 
The fpell difTolves, the cloud is gone. 
And Sacharifla turns to Joan. 
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MARULLUS TO NEiERA, 
IMITATED. 

ROB'D like Diana, ready for the chacc. 
Her mind as fpotlefsy and as fair her face. 
Young Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawa 
To courfc th* imperial flag o'er Windfor lawn. 
There Cupid view*d her fpreadinej o'er the plain. 
The firft and falreft of the rural train ; 
And, by a fmall miftake, the power of love. 
Thought her the virgin -goddefs of the grove : 
Soon aw'd with innocence, t' evade her fight 
He fled, and drop'd his quiver in the flight : 
Though pleas'd, ihe blufli'd ; and, with a glowing fmili - 
Purfued the god, and feiz'd the golden ipoil. 

The nymph, refiftiefs in her native charms, 
Now reigns, poffcfs'd of Cupid's dreaded arms ; 
And, wing'd with lightning from her radiant eyes. 
Unerring in its fpeed each arrow flies. 
No more his deity is held divine, 
Ko more we kneel at Cytherea's flirine j 
Their various pewers, complete in Sylvia, prove 
Her title to commd^d the realms of love. 
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TRANSLATED FROM SECUNDUS. 
B A S I U M I. 

TT^HEN Venus, in the fweet Idalian (hade, 
A violet couch for young Afcanius made. 
Their opening gems th' obedient rofcs bow'd. 
And vciPd his beauties with a damaflt cloud : 
While the bright goddefs, with a gentle (hower 
Of ncftar*d dews, pcrfum'd the blifsful lx)wcr. 

Of fight infatiate, flic devours his charms. 
Till her foft breaft rekindling ardour warms ; 
New joys tumultuous in her bofom roll, 
And all Adonis ruflieth on her foul ■: 
Tranfported with each dear refembling grace. 
She cries, Adonis !— fure I fee thy fiace'! 
Then (loops to clafp the beauteous form, but feait 
He'd virake too foon, and with a (igh forbears ; 
Yet, fix'd in (ilent rapture, (lands to gaze, 
Kifling each flowering bud that round her playt : 
Sweird with her touch, each animated ro(e 
Expands, and (brait with warmer purple glows ; 
Where infant kiifes bloom, a* balmy (lore ! 
Redoubling all the "blifs (he felt before. 

Sudden her fwans career along the fliies. 
And o'er the globe the fair £cleilial flies ; 

Then, 
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Then, as where Ceres pafs'd, the teeming plain 
YellowM with wavy crops of golden grain. 
So fruitful kiffes fell where Venus flew. 
And. by the power of genial magic grew j 
A plenteous harveft ! which flie deign'd t* impart 
To footh an agonizing love-fick heart. 

All hail, ye rofeate kifles ! who remove 
Our cares, and cool the cakntures of lovtf. 
Lo ! I your poet, in melodious lays 
Blefs your kind power, enamour'd of your prai&4 
Lays ! form'd to laft till barbarous time invades 
The Mufbs' hill, and withers all their fhades. 
Sprung frcrni the * guardian of the Roman name. 
In Roman numbers live, iecure of fame. 

B A S I U M II. 

AS the young enamour'd vine 
fvound her elm delights to twine, 
As the clalping ivy throws 
Round her oak her wanton boughs, 
So clofe^ expanding all thy charms. 
Fold me, my Chloris, in thy arms ! 
Clofer, my Chloris, could it be. 
Would my fond arms mcircle thee. 

The jovial friend ihall tempt in vain 
With humour, wit, and brifk champaigne ; 

* Venus, 
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In vain fhall Nature call for fleep. 
We '11 Lovc*s eternal vigils keep t 
Thus, thus for ever let us lie, 
DifTolving in cxccfs of joy, 
Till fate (hall with a fingle dart 
Transfix the pair it cannot part. 

Thus join'd, we *11 fleet like Venus* dorca, 
And fcek the bleft Elyfian groves ; 
Where Spring in rofy triumph reigns 
Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 
There, lovers of heroic name, 
Revive their long-extinguifliM flame. 
And o'er the fragrant vale advance 
In fhining pomp to form the dancs. 
Or fing of Love and gay Defire, 
Refponfive to the warbling lyre ; 
Reclining foft in blifsful bowers. 
Purpled fvvcct with fpringing flowers ; 
And cover'd with a fllken Ihade, 
Of laurel mix'd with myrtle made : 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom. 
The muik-rofe fccnts the verdant gloom ; 
Through whfch the whilpering Zephyrs fly 
Softer than a virgin's figh. 

When we approach thofc bleft retreats, 
Th* aflembly ftrait will leave their feats, 
Adnjiring much the matchlefs pair, 
So fond the youth, the nymph fo fair !' 
Daughters and itiiflrefles to Jove, 
By Homer farnM of old for love ; 

X Ii^ 



3o6 FENTON^S P O E M S. 

In homage to the Bridlh Grace, 

Will give pre-eminence of pl^ce. 

Helen herfelf will foon agree 

To rife, and yield her rank to thee. 

AN EPISTLE 

T O 

THOMAS LAMBARD, ESQ:, 

'' Omnia me tua de]e£^ant ; fed maxima, mslxima cum 
'' fides in amicitiS^ eonfilium, gravitas, coofiantta; 
" turn lepos, humanitas, Hterae.** 

Cicero, Ep. xxvii. Lib. xi. 

Q LOW though I am to wake the ileeping lyre, 
*^ Yet fliould the Mufe fome happy fong inipire^ 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee. 
That favourite verfe to Lambard I' decree : 
Such may the Mufe infpire, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of lafting love ! 
Meantime intent the faireft plan to find, 

To form the manners, and improve the mind ; 

Me the fam'd wits of Rome and Athens pleafe. 

By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in eafe j 

Whom all the rival Mufes ftrive to grace 

With wreaths familiar to his letter'd race. 

Now Truth's bright charms employ my ferious thought, 

In flowiug eloquence by Tully taught : 

Then 
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Then from the fhades of Tufculum I rove. 

And ftudious wander in the Grecian grove ; 

While wonder and delight the foul engage 

To found the depths of Plat6*s (acred page j 

Where Science in attractive fable lies, 

And, veiPd, the more invites her lover's eyes. 

Tranfported thence, the flowery heights I gain 

Of Pindus, and admire the warbling train, 

Whole wings the Mufe in better ages prunM, 

And their fweet harps to moral airs attun*d. 

As night is tedious while, in love betray *d, 

The wakeful youth expefts the faithlefs mafd j 

As weary'd hinds ^ccufe the lingering fan, 

And heirs impatient wifti for twenty-one : 

So dull to Horace * did the moments glide, 

Till his free Mufe her fprightly force employ *d 

To combat vice, and follies to expofe. 

In cafy numbers near allyM to profe : 

Guilt blu(h*d and trembled when ihe heard him (ing, 

He fmilM reproof, and tickled with his ftihg. 

With fuch a graceful negligence expreft. 

Wit, thus apply 'd, will ever ftand the teft : 

But he, who blindly led by whimfy ftrays. 

And from grofs images would merit praile. 

When Nature fcts the noblcft ftores in view, 

Affe6ls to poll 111 copper in Peru : 

So while the (eas on barren fands are caft. 

The faltncfs of their waves offends the talle : 

* Epift. I. Lib. 1. 

X z But 
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But when to heaven exhald, in fruitful rain 
In fragrant dews they fall, to cheer the Twain, 
Revive the fainting flowers, and fwellthe meagergrai 

Be this their care, who, ftudious of renown, 
Toil up th* Aonian fteep to reach the crown ; 
. Suffice it me, that (having fpeat my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) 
To Headier rule my thoughts I now compofe. 
And prize ideas clad in houeft profe. 
Old Dryden, emulous of Caefar's praife, 
. Cover'd his baldnefs with immortal bays ; 
And Death perhaps, to fpoil poetic fport. 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine Ihort : 
His ear had a more lafling itch than mine. 
For the fmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Sliould luft of verfc prevail, and urge the maa 
To run the tnlfling race the boy began, 
Mtllow'd with fixty winters, you might fee 
My circle end in fecond infancy. 
' I might crc long an awkward humour have. 
To wear my bells and coral to the grive. 
Or round my room alternate take a courfe. 
Now mv;unt my hobby, then the Mufes' horfe : 
Let others wither gay, but I'd appear 
With fage decorum in my cafy chair; 
©rave as Lioanius, flumbering o'er the laws, 
Whilrt gold and party zeal decide the caufe. 

A nobler tpfk our riper age affords 
Than fcanning fyllables, and weighing words. 
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To make his hours in even meafures flow. 
Nor think (bme fleet too faft» and fome too (lows 
Stiil equal in himfelf, and free to tafte 
The Now, without repining at the Paft ; 
Nor the vain prefcience of the fpleen t* employ. 
To pall the flavour of a promis'd joy ; 
To live tenacious of the golden mean. 
In all events of various fate ferene ; 
With virtue ftecl'd, and fteady to furvey 
Age, death, difcafe, or want, without difmay : 
Thefe arts, my Lambard ! ufcful in their end, 
Make man to others and himfelf a friend, 

Happieft of mortals he, who, timely wife, 
In the calm walks of Truth his bloom enjoys j 
With books and patrimonial plenty bleft, 
Health in his veins, and quiet in his bread ! 
Him no vain hoj>es attra6V, no fear appals. 
Nor the gay fervitude of courts enthrals. 
Unknowing how to mafic concerted guile 
With a falfe cringe, or un'lermining fmile ; 
His manners pure, from afic£^ation free, 
And prudence fliines through clear fimplicity. 
Though no rich labours of the Perfian loom, 
Nor the nice fculptor's art, adorn his room. 
Sleep unprovok'd will foftly fcal his eyes, 
And innocence the want of down fupplies ; 
Health tempers all his cups, and at his board 
Reigns the cl>eap luxury the fields afl'ord ? 
Like the great Trojan, mantled in a cloud, 
Himfelf unfccn he foes the labouring croud, 

X J ' Wher« 
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Where all induftrious to their ruin run. 
Swift to purfue what moft they ought to ihun. 
Some, by the fordid thirft of gain control'd» 
Starve in their ftores, and cheat themfelves for gold, 
Preferve the precious bane with anxious care 
In vagrant lufts to feed a lavifh heir : 
Others devour Ambition's glittering bait. 
To fweat in purple, and repine in ftate 5 
Devote their powers to every wild extreme 
For the ihort pageant of a pompous dream : 
Nor can the mind to full perfe£tion bring 
The fruits it early promised in the fpring, 
J3ut in a public fphere thoie virtues fade. 
Which open'd fair and fiouriih'd in the (hade : 
So while the Night her ebon fceptre (ways, 
Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant * displays j 
But the full day the fliort-liv'd beauties fhun. 
Elude our hopes, and ficken at the fun. 
Fantaftic joys in diflant views appear. 
And tempt the man to make the rafh career. 
Fame, Power, and Wealth, which glitter at the goal. 
Allure his eye, and fire his eager foul ; 
For thefe are eafe and innocence refign'd. 
For thefe he ftrips ; farewell the tranquil mind I 
Headftrong he urges on till vigour fails. 
And gray experience (but too late !) prevails :] 
But, in his evening, view the hoary fool. 
When the nerves flacken, and the Ipirits cqoI ; 

* The nure-trce. 

When 
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When joy and blufliy youth forfal^e his fece. 

Sicklied with age, and four with felf-diigraoe j 

No flavour then the fparkling cups retain, 

Mufick is harfh, the Syren fings in vain j 

To him what healing balm can art apply, 

Who lives difeas'd with life, and dreads to die ? 

In that laft fcene, by Fate in fables dreft, 

Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confeft ; 

Thy veftal flames difFufe celeftial light 

Through Death's dark vale, and vanquifh total night | 

Lenient or anguifli, o'er the bread prevail. 

When the gay toys of flattering Fortune fail. 

Such, happy Twifden ! (ever be thy name 

Moum*d by the Mufe, and fair in deathlefs fame !) 

While the bright effluence of her glory fhooe. 

Were thy laft hours, and fuch I wilh my own : 
So caflia bruis'd exhales her rich perfumes. 

And incenfe in a fragrant cloud confumes, 

Moft fpoil the boon that Nature *s pleased t* impart. 

By too much varnifh or by want of art j 

By folid fcience all her gifts are grac'd. 

Like gems new polifh'd, and with gold enchas'd. 

Votes to th* unletter'd 'fquire the laws allow. 

As Rome receiv'd dictators from the plow : 

But arts, addrefs, and force of genius, join 

To make a Hanmer in the fcnatc fhine. 

Yet one prefiding power in every brcafi 

Receives a flronger {an6Uon than the reft ; 

And they who ftudy and difcern it well, 

A6t unrcftrain'd, wipliout defign excel, 

X 4 But 
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But court contempt, and err without redrefs. 
Miffing the mailer-talent they poffefs. 
Whifton perhaps in Euclid may fuccecd. 
But ihall I truft him to reform my creed > 
In fweet affemblage every blooming grace 
Fix Love's bright throne in Teraminta's face, 
With which her faultlefs (hape and air agree. 
But, wanting wit, (he ftrives to repartee j 
And, ever prone her matchlefs form to wrong. 
Left Envy ihould be dumb, fhe lends her tongue. 
By long experience D— y may, no doubt, 
Enfnare a gudgeon, or fometimes a trout ; 
Yet Dryden once exclaimed (in partial ipite !) 
He fi(h !— Becaufc the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the Water-nymphs were kind to none 
But thofe the Mufes bathe in Helicon : 
In what far di ft ant age would Belgia raife 
One happy wit to net the Britifh feas ! 

Natuie permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor fmiles alike on all : 
The Latian vales eternal verdure wear. 
And flowers fpontaneous crown the fmiling year ; 
But who manures a wild Norwegian hill. 
To raife the jalmine or the coy jonquil ? 
Who finds tlie peach among the favage ftoes, 
Or in bleak Scythia feeks the blufliing rofe ? 
Here golden grain waves o*er the teeming fields. 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 
High on the cliffs the Britilh oak afcends, 
Proud to furvey the feas her power defends ; 

Hei 
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Her fovercign title to the flag (he proves. 
Scornful of foftcr India's fpicy groves. 

Thefe inftances, which true in fadl: we find. 
Apply we to the culture of the mind. 
This foil, in early youth improvM with care. 
The feeds of gentle fcience bcft will bearj 
That with more particles of flame infpir'd. 
With glittering arms and thirll of fame is fir'd 5 
Nothing of greatnefb in a third will grow, 
But, barren as it is, 'twill bear a beau. 
If thefe from nature's genial bent depart, 
In life's dull farce^to play a borrow'd part ; 
Should the fage drefs, and flvitter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball ; 
Should the rough homicide unflieath his pen. 
And in heroics only murder men ; 
Should the foft fop forfake the lady's charms. 
To face the foe with inoffenfive arms ; 
Each would variety of afts aflford, 
Fit for fome new Cervantes to record. 

Whither, you cry, tends all this dry difcourfe ? 
To prove, like Hudibras, a man's no horfe. 
I look'd for fparkling lines, and fomething gay 
To friik my fancy with ; but, footh to fay ! 
From her Apollo now the Mufe elopes. 
And trades in fyllogifms more than tropes. 
Faith, Sir, I fee you nod, but can't forbear; 
When a friend reads, in honour you muft hear : 
For all enthufiafl:s, when the fit is ftrong. 
Indulge a volubility of tongue : 

Their 
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Their fury triumphs o'er the men of phlegm , 
And, council-proof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Burgefs on his Tripod rav'd the more, 
When round him half the faints began to fnore. 
To lead us fafe through Error's thorny maze, 
Reafon exerts her pure ethereal rays j 
But that bright daughter of eternal day 
Holds in our mortal frame a dubious fVvay. 
Though no lethargic fumes the brain inveft. 
And opiate all her aftivc powers to reft ; 
Though on that magazine no fevers fei^e. 
To calcine all her beauteous images : 
Yet banifh'd from the realms by right her own, 
Paffion, a blind ufurper, mounts the throne : 
Or, to known good preferring (pecious ill, 
Reafon becomes a cully to the will : 
Thus man, pervcrfely fond to roam aftray. 
Hoodwinks the guide aliign'd to fhew the way ; 
And in life's voyage like the pilot fares 
Who breaks the compafs, and contemns the ftars. 
To fleer by meteors, which at random fly. 
Preluding to a tempefl in the fky. 
Vain of his fkill, and led by various views, 
Each to his end a different path purfues ; 
And feldom is one wretch fo humble known 
To think his friend's a better than his own : 
The boldefl they, who leafl partake the light. 
As game-cocks in the dark are trained to fight. 
Nor fhame, nor ruin, can our pride ^bate. 
But what became our choice we call our fateT* 

Villain, 
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In, faid Zeno to his pilfering flave, 
t frugal Nature needs, I freely gave ; 

I thee my trcafure 1 depos'd in truft, . 

t could provoke thee now to prove unjuft ? 
Dlamc the ftars, felonious culprit cry'd : 

II by the ftatute of the ftars be try'd. 
fcir ftrong influence all our actions urge, 

: are foredoom 'd to Heal — and fome to fcourge c 
beadle muft obey the Fates* decree, 
owcrful Deftiny prevail'd with thee, 
lis heathen logic feems to bear too hard 
le, and many a harmlefs modem bard : 
critics hence may think themfelves decreed 
erk the wits, and rail at all they read ; 
to the tribe from which they trace their clan, 
Qonkies draw their pedigree from man ; 
/hich (though by the breed our kind 's difgrac*d) 
grant fuperior elegance of tafte : 
in their own defence the wits ob(erve 
:, by impulfe from heaven, they write and ftarrc ; 
r patron-planet, with refiftlefs power, 
iates every poet's natal hour ; 
:ndering in his head a folar heat 
which the college has no fure receipt, 
from their garrets would they foon withdraw 
leave the rats to revel in the ftraw. 
3thing fo much intoxicates the brain 
'lattery's fmooth infinuating bane : 
Dn th* unguarded ear employs her art, 
le vain feif-love unlocks the yielding heart; 

X And 
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And Reafon oft fubmits when both invade. 
Without afTaulted, and within betray*d. 
When Flattery's magic mifts fuffufe the fight, 
The don is a£live, and the boor polite ; 
Her mirror fhews perfeftion through the whole, 
And ne'er refle6ls a wrinkle or a mole ; 
Each charad^er in gay confufion lies, 
And all alike arc virtuous, brave, and wife : 
Nor fail her fulfome arts to footh our pride. 
Though praife to venom turns if wrong apply*d. 
Me thus flie whifpers while I write to you : 
** Draw forth a bannerM hoft in fair review ! 
*' Then every Mufe invoke thy voice to raife, 
** Arms and the man to (ing in lofty lays : 
** Whofe aftive bloom heroic deeds employ, 
** Such as the fon of Thetis -^ fung at Troy ; 
** When his hiuh-foundinglyie his valour rals'd 
• ** To emulate the demi-gods he praisM. 
** Like him the Briton, warm at honour's call, 
" At fam*d Blaragnia quell'd the bleeding Gaul ; 
*' By France the genius of the fight confeft, 
** For which our patron faiiit adorns his brcaft."-— 

Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 
And never any fcene of (laughter faw, 
But thole who fell by phyiic or the law } 
Why is he for exploits in war renownM, 
Deck'd with a flar, with bloody laurels crown'd ? 

* Iliad ix. 

Ooft 
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O often prov'd, and ever found fin cere ! 
Too honcft is thy heart, thy fenfc too clear. 
On thcfc encomiums to vouchfafc a fmile. 
Which only can belong to great ArgylL 

But moft among the brethren of the bays, 
The dear enchantrcfs all her charms difplays, 
In the fly commerce of alternate piaife. 
If, for his father's hns condemned to write. 
Some young half-featherM poet takes a flight, 
And to my touchflonc brings a puny ode. 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior would explode ; 
Though every ftanza glitters thick with flars. 
And goddefles dcfcend in ivory cars : 
[s it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 
His genius looks but aukward, yet his fate 
May raife him to be premier bard of Hate ; 
[ therefore bribe his fuffrage to my fame, 
ilevere his judgment, and applaud his flame ; 
Then cry, in fceming tranfport, while I fpeak, 
Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek 1 
ie, cohfcious of delert, accepts the piaife, 
\nd courteous, with increafe the debt repays : 
Joileau 's a mufliroom if compared to me, 
Vnd, Horace, I difpute the palm with thee ! 
Joth raviflid, fing Te Phoebum for fuccefs ; 
Life fwift, ye laurels ! boy ! befpeak the prefs.— 
Thus on imaginary praife we feed j 
rach writes till all rcfufe to print or read : 

Front 
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From the records of fame condemn'd to pais 
To * Brifquet*8 calendar, a rubrick afs. 

Few, wondrous few ! are eagle-ey'd to find 
A plain di(eafe, or blemifh in the mind : 
Few can, though wifdom ihould their healdi infi 
IMipaifionate and cool attend a cure. 
In youth difus'd tQ obey the needful rein. 
Well pleas'd a favage liberty to gain. 
We fate the kind defire o^ every fenfe. 
And lull our age in thoughlefs indolence : 
Yet all are Solons in their own conceit. 
Though, to fupply the vacancy of wit. 
Folly and Pride, impatient of control. 
The fifter-twins of Sloth, poffefs the foul. 
By Knellerwere the gay Pumilio drawn. 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn : 
I fcarccly think his pi£lure would have power 
To make him fight the champions of the Tower 
Though lions there are tolerably tame, 
And civil as the court from which they came. 
But yet, without experience, fenfc, or arts, 
Pumilio boafts fufficiency of parts : 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide the ftate, or give the flamp to wit : 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air. 
Nor finds he a defe6t of vigour there. 

* Brifquet, Jefter to Francis I. of France, k 
calendar of fools. 
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When Philomel of old eflky'd to (ing, 
And in his rofy progrefs hail'd the ipring, 
Th* aerial fonglters liftenirtg to the lays, 
By filcnt ecftafy confeft her praife. 
At length, to rival her enchanting note, 
The peacock ftrains the difcord of his throat, 
In hope his hideous (hrieks would grateful prove. 
But the nice audience hoot him through the grove. 
Confcious of wanted worth, and juft difdain. 
Lowering his creft, he creeps to Juno's fane : 
To his prote6h-efs there reveals the cafe ; 
And for a fweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus reply 'd the radiant goddefs, known 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone : 

My favourite bird ! of all the feathered kind. 
Each ipecies had peculiar gifts alBgn'd : 
The towering eagles to the realms of light 
By their ftrong pounces claim a regal right ; 
The fwan, contented with an humbler fate. 
Low on the filhy river rows in ftate : 
Gay ftarry plumes thy length of train bedeck, 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy neck ; 
But the poor nightingale, in mean attire. 
Is made chief warbler of the woodland choir. 
Thefe various bounties were difpos'd above. 
And ratify*d th* unchanging will of Jove : 
Diicern thy talent, and his laws adore ; 
Be what thou wert defign*d, nor aim at more. 
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TO T H E Q^U E E ] 

ON HER MAJESTY'S BIRTH-: 

"TROM this aufpicious day three kingdoms d 
•*• The faireft favours of indulgent Fate : 
From this the months in radiant circles run. 
As ftars receive their luftre from the fun. 

To you the fceptres of all Europe bend, 
The viftor thofe revere, and tliefe the friend 5 
Your filken reins the willing nations crave. 
For 'tis your lov*d prerogative to fave. 
Mild amidft triumphs, vi£lory beflows 
Cn you renown, and freedom on your foes ; 
Obfervant of your will, the goddcfs brings 
Palms in l.er hand, and healing in her wings. 

But, as the brightcft beams and gentleft fhowt 
Were once rcfcrv'd for Eden's opening flowers 
So, though remoter reahiis your influence fhaic, 
Britannia boal^s to be your darling care. 
By your great wifJom and rcfirUers might. 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Tvlature had join'd the lands ; but you alone 
Make their aflre61ions and their councils one ; 
Y'^ou fpeak---the jarring principles remove, 
And, clofe combin'd, the fifter-nations piove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love. 
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What power would now forbid the warrior-queen 
To watne the rcd-crofs banners o'er the'Seine ?/" 
Others for titles urge the foldier's toil. 
Or meanly feek the foe, to feize the fpofl : 
But you for right your pious arms employ, 
Atid conquer tb reftore, and not dcftroy ; 
Vouchfafing audience to your fuppliant foes. 
You long to give the labouring world repofe ; 
Concurring jullicc waits from you the word , 
TIeas'd, when you fix the fcalcs, to fhcath the fworil# 

From this propitious omen we prefagc 
Unnumber'd blcflings to the coming age, 
Eftablifh'd Faith, the daughter of the Ikies, 
Shall fee new temples by your bounty rife j 
Commerce beneatli the fouthern ftars (hall thrivei 
Intefline feuds expire, and arts revive ; 
Safe in their ihades the Mufes fhall remain^ 
And fing the milder glories of your reign. 

So, whilft offended i>eaven exerts its power. 
Swift fly the lightnings, loud the thunders roar, 
But, when our inccnfe reconciles the Ikies, 
Again the radiant btams begin to rife ; 
Soft Zephyrs gently waft the clouds away> ^ 

And fragrant llowcrs perfume the dawning day j 
The groves around rejoice with echoing ftrains, 
And golden Plenty covers all the plains. 
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AN ODE 

.To the Rigbt HonounUe 

JOHN LORD GOWi 

WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 1 7 16, 
I. 

i^'ER Winter's long intlement Avay, 
^^ At length the lufty Spring preTails j 
And, fwift to meet the finiling May, 
Is wafted by the wcftem gales. 
Around him dance the roify hours, 
And damalkingthe ground with flowers. 
With ambient fweets perfume the mom : 
With fhadowy verdure flourilh'd high, 
A fudden youth the groves enjoy j 
Where Philomel laments forlorn. 
II. 
Bv heravvak*d, the woodland choir 
To hail the coming god prepares ; 
And tempts me to refume the lyre. 
Soft warbling to the vernal airs. 
Yet once more, O ye Mufes ! deign 
For me, the meaneft of your train, 
Unblam'd t' approach yourbleft retreat : 
Where Horace wantons at your fpring. 
And Pindar fweeps a bolder ftrhig ; 
Whofe notes tb* Aoniaii hills repeat. 
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III. 

^r if invok'd, yvhtre Thames't fruitful tides, 

<w through the vale in iiiver volumes play i 

<w your own Phoebus o'er the mondi prefides* 

res Love the night, and doubly gilds the day : 
Thither, indulgent to my prayer. 
Ye bright harmonious nymph repair. 
To fwell the notes I feebly raife : 
So with inipiring ardors warm'd, 
May Gower's propitious ear be charm'd, • 
To iiilen to m^ lays. 
I. 

Beneath the Pole on hills of inow, 

ke Thracian Mars, th' undaunted Swede 

» dint of fword defies the foe j 

fight unknowing to recede : 

9m Volga's banks, th' imperious Czar 

ads forth his furry troops to war ; 

nd of the fofter fouthem iky : 

le Soldan gauls th' Illyrian coafi ; 

It foon the mifcreant moony hofi, 

fore the vi£br-crofs ihall fly. 
II. 

But here, no clarion's fhrilling note 

le Mufe*8 green retreat can pierce ; 

le grove, from noify camps remote, 

only vocal with my verie : 

trtf wing'd with innocence and joy, 

t the foft hours that a*er me fly 

TF. me 
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Drop freedom, health, and pif defires : 
While the bngHt Seine, f enktherfiml. 
With fparkling plenty erowni die bowl ; 
And wit aad fecial mirth iafyirfas. 
HI. 
Enamour'd of the Seine, ceteftial hdr, 
(The blooming pride of Thetis* anxre train) 
Bacchus, to win the nymph who caiu*d his care^ 
Lafh*d his fwift tigers to the Celtic plain : 

There fecret in her fapphire cell» 

He with the Nais wont to dwell ; 

Leaving the ne6br*d feafts of Jove : 

And where her mazy waters flow. 

He gave the mantling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love. 
I. 
Shall man from Nature's fan6tion ilraiy. 
With blind Opinion for his guide j 
And, rebel to her rightful fway, 
Leave all her bounties u^enjoy'd ? 
Fool ! Time no change of motion knows ; 
With equal fpecd the torrent flows, 
To fweep Fame, Power, and Wealth away : 
The paft is all by Death pojQTcfs'd ; 
And frugal Fate that guards the reft. 
By giving, bids him live, to-day* 

II. 
O Gower ! through all that deftin'd ipace 
What breath the powers allot to me, 
Shall £1^ the virtues of thy rac9 
United, and complete in thee. O flower 



flower of anicent ^nglifli f«ith, 
Purfue th* unbeaten |)atriot-pBthy 
In which confirm'4 #iy f»^r fhoae : 
The light his feir exesiple ^es, 
Alredldy from thy dftwn feceiTes 
A luftre equal to its own. 

in. 

Honour's bright dome, on laiiing columns rear'df 
Nor envy rufts, nor rolling years confume ; 
Loud paeans echoing round the roof are liear'd. 
And clouds of incenfe all the roid perfume. 
There Phocion, Laelius, Capel, Hyde, 
• With Falkland feated near his fide,- 
Fix*d by the Mufe the temple ^ce : 
Prophetic of thy happlet fame, 
She, to receire thy radiknt name, 
Sele^s a whiter ^ace. 

THE i) «. E A lifi 

Imitated from P&opERtius, Book iii. Elegy iii; 

TO green retreats, that fhade th«l Muies'fbeam^ 
My fancy lately bore rile in a dream ; 
Fir*d with ambitious zeal, my harp I ftning, 
And Blenheim's field, and fam'd kamillia fung ; 
Fall by that fpring, where Spenfcr fat of old. 
And great exploits in lofty numbers told* 

y 3 FhoebUs 
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Phcsbus in his Caftalian grotto laid* 
O'er which a laurel caft her filken fhade, 

Spy'd me, and haftily when firft he ipy'd^ 
Thus, leaning on his golden lyre» he ciy'd : 

What ftrange ambition has mifplac*d thee dien 
Forbear to fmg of arms, alas forbear ! 
Form'd in a gentler mould, henceforth employ 
Thy pen to paint the fofter fcenes of joy. 
Thy works may thus the myrtle garland wear^ 
Prefer d to grace the toilets of the fair : 
When their lov'd youths at night too long delay. 
In reading thee they 'llpafs the hours away : 
And, when they'd make their melting wiihes kno 
Repeat thy paifion to reveal their own. 
Then hade, the fafer fhallows to regain. 
Nor dare the ftormy dangers of the main. 

Ceafing with this reproof, the friendly god, 
A moffy path, but lightly beaten, fhow'd : 
A cave there was, which Nature's hand alone 
Had arch'd with greens of various kinds o'ergrov 
With tymbrels all the vaulted roofs were graced. 
And earthen gods on either fide were placM. 
Silenus, and the Mu(es virgin -train. 
Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain : 
Elfewhcre the doves of Cythcrea*s team. 
Were fcen to fip the fweet Caftalian flream. 

Nine lovely nymphs a feveral tafk purfued. 
For ivy one was ient to fearch the wood j 
This to foft numbers join'd'liarmonious airs. 
And fragrant rofy wreaths a clmd prepares. 
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Me thus the bright Calliope addrefs'd 
(Her name the brightnefs of her form tonk&'dyz 
The /liver fwans of Venus wait to bear, 
Thee fafe in pomp along the liquid air. 
Pleas*d with thy peaceful province^ ihrait recall 
Thy raih defign to fing the wounded Gaul. 
Harih founds the trumpet in the Mufes' grove. 
But fweet the lute, the lute is fit for love. 
No more rehearie the Danube's purple (beam. 
Let love for ever be the tender theme. 
And in thy vcrie reveal the moving art. 
To melt an haughty nymph's relcntlefs heart. 
The goddefs ceafing, to confirm me more, 
My face with. hallowM drops Ihe fpriaklcd o'er ; 
Fetched from the fountain, by whofc flowery fide. 
Soft Waller fung of SachariiTa's pride. 

To the Right Honourable the Lady 

MARGARET CAVENDISH HARLEY. 

WITH THE POEMS OF MR. WALLER. 

IT' E T others boaft the nine Aonian maids', 
■*-* Infpiring ftreams, and fweet refoundihg Ihadcs ; 
Where Phoebur heard the rival bards rehearfe. 
And bade the laurels learn the lofty vcrfe. 
lA vain ! "Nor Phcebus, nor the boaftcd Nine, 
Inflame the raptured foul with rays divine : 
None but die fair infufc the (acred fire. 
And love with vocal art informs the lyre, 

y 4 Whca 



S2.S FENTON'S POEMS. 

When Waller, kindling with coeleftial n^ 
View'd tht bright Htrlej of ifatt wondering agCk 
His pleaiing paiq he uught the lots tobiatfae i 
The Graces fung, and wo^ hie myrtle wreath. 
In youths of patrioKniial wealth pMA, 
The praife of fcienoe faintly wmn'd hb bicift c 
But| fir'd to fame by Sidney'a rofy finiley 
Swift o'er the laureat realms be urg'd his toil. 
His Mufe^ by Nature foim'd to pieaie the fiui^ 
Or (ing of heroes with majeftic air» 
To melting drains attun'd her roioe, and ftrove 
To wakeaali the tender powers of love : 
More fweetly foft her awful beauty fiione. 
Than Juno grac'd with Cytherea*s tone. 

As angels love, congenial ibuls unite 
Their radiance* and refine each other's light : 
The florid and fublime, the grave and gay, , 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Illumin'd thence in equal lays to bound 
Their copious fenfe, and harmonize the (bund j 
With varied notes the curious ear to plcafe, 
And turn a nervous thought with artful eafe. 
Maker, and model, of melodius verfe ! 
Accept thefe votive honors at thy hearfe. 
While I with filial awe attempt thy praife, 
Inf ufe thy genius, and my fancy raife ! 
So, warbling o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
To Orpheus pay the fong his ihade infpirea. 

In Waller's fame, O faircft Harley ! view 
What verdant palms ihall owe their birth to you, 
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T6 LADY' HARU«T;t fit 
'o you wMt dmtblcift ebanai aiv tk^fiM Aocfpodf 
1 Sacharili^'« £m ¥OUfihia£B to K)d. 
scuj^f >rBcath ^ iviog of wuhcring Tia^f 
!er beauties flouriih an ambrofial prime ^ ■. 
till kindling f^pture, fee ! fkt moves in fiate f . . 
odsy njrmphs, aijid beroet, on her triumph wait, 
or think the lover's praife of ioye'a doligbt 
1 pureft minds may i^ ibc vitgiin-vhite : 
ow bri^y and chafie, the poet and his theme | 
:> Cynthia ihiACs on Arethuia*$ ih:eam«] 
. fainted virtue to the fpberes may liog 
hofe ftrainsy that^ravifh'd here the roartyr^king, 
lenteous of native wit, in lettered eai^ 
Dlitely form'dy to profit and to pieafe, 
o Fame whatever was due be gave to Fam i 
nd, vhat he could not praife, foigot to name t 
bus Eden's rofe without a thorn difplay'd 
er bloom, and in a fragant biufli decayed. 
Such foul-attia£iing airs were fuagof old^ 
^hen blii&ful years in golden circies roU'd : 
ire from deceit, devoid of fear and iftrifey 
"^hilf love was all the penfive cai« of life^ 
he fwains in green retreats, with llowiets crown*dj 
lught the young groves their pafiion to refound : 
incy purfued the paths where beauty led» 
o pleafe the living, or deplore the dead. 
bile to their warbled woe the rocks reply'd, 
le rills remurmur'd, and the 2Lephyrs iigh'd $ 
cm death redeem'd by yerfe, the vaniih'd £ur :; 

eathM in a flower, or fjparklcd in a 4v* 
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Brigh^as the ftars, and fragrant as the flowers 
Where Spring refides in fbft Elyfian bowers ; 
While thefe the bowers ad6m^ and the^ the fphe 
Will Sacharifla's charms in fong appear. 
Yet, in the prefent age, her radiknt name 
Mufl take a dimmer interval of fame ; - 
When you to full meridian Itiflre rife^ 
With Morton's (hape; and Gldriana's eyes j 
With Carliile's wit, her geihire, and her mien p^ 
Andy like feraphic Rich, with zealfei:ene : 
In fweet affemblige all their graces joined 
To language, mode, and manners more-refin'd 
That angel-frame, with chafte attraftion gay. 
Mild as the dove-cy'd. morn awakes the May, 
Of nobleft youths wiU reign the public care, 
Their foy, their wifh^ their wonder, and defpair 
Far-beaming thence what bright ideas flow ! 
The fifter-arts with fudden rapture glow : 
Her Titian tints the painter-nymph refumes ; 
The canvas warm with rofeate beauty blooms : 
Infpir'd with life by Sculpture's happy toil. 
The marble breathes, and foftefas with your fmil< 
Proud to receive the form, by fate defign'd 
The faireft model of the fairer kind. 
But hear, O hear the Mufe's heavenly voice ! 
The waving woods and echoing vales i-ejoice ; 
Attend, ye gales ! to Margaretta's praifc ; 
And all ye liftening Loves record the lays ! 
So, Philomela charms th* Idalian grove, 
When Venus, in the glowing orb of luvc, 
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0*er ocean^ earth, and air, extends her reign } 
The firft, the brighteft of die fbny train. 

What^vourite youth affign the Fates t6 rife. 
In bridal pomp to lead the blooming prize } 
Whether his father's garter'd fhield fuftains 
Trophies, atchiev'd on Gallia's riny plains : 
Or, fmilling Peace a mingled wreath dilplays. 
The Patriot's olive, and the Poet's beys : ' ' 7 

Adorn, ye fates ! die favourite youth alfigh'd, ' * 
'With each ennobling grace of form, and mtnd s 
In merit make him great, as great in blood ; 
Great without pride, and amiably good ; 
His breaft the guardian ark of heaven-bom law. 
To ftrike a faithlefs age with confcious awe. 
In choice of friends by manly reafbn fway'd ; 
Not fear'd, Jbut honoured ; and with love obiey'd. 
In courts, and camps, in council, and retreat. 
Wife, brave, and ftudious to fupport the ftate, 
With candour firm ; without ambition bold i 
No deed diicdour'd with the guilt of gold. 
That heaven may judge the choiceft bleffigns due; 
And give the various good compriz'd in y0U« 
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SOUTHERNERS SPARTAN DAME. 

^TT HEN Ri]|n8 m ravsg'd with imBfive fees. 

Each bofiim with heroic ardour glows i 
Old chiei^ xcAofidng on their former deklsy 
Difdain to ruA: with battsr'd invalids ; 
But a&ive in the foremoft ranks appear. 
And leave young imock-fac'd beaux to guard the xcir« 
So, to repel the Vandals of the ibge. 
Our veteran bard refumes his tragic rage i 
He throiirs the gauntlet Otway us'd to vield. 
And calls, for EhgliihiQcn to judge the field : 
Thus arm*d, to refcue Nature from difgrace, 
Meflieurs ! lay down your minifareis and grimace i 
The brawnieft youths of Troy the comfaat fear'd. 
When HA Etellus in the Ms appear'd. 
Yet what avails the champiion's giant fiae. 
When pigmies are made umpires of the prize ? 
Your fathers (men of fenfe, and honeft bo^vle^s) 
Difdain'd the mummery of foreign ftrollers : 
By their examples would you form your tafte, 
The prefent age might emulate the pafl. 
We hop'd that art and genius had fecur'd you ; 
But foon £cicetious Harlc(][uin allur'd you i 
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The Mufes bluHiM, to fee their friends elalting 
Thofe elegant delights of jig and vaultbg : 
So charm'd you were, you ceas'd awhjle to dote 
On nonfenfe, gargled in an eunuch's throat : 
All pleas'd to hear the chattering monfters fpcak« 
As' old wives wonder at the parfbn*s Greek. 
Such light ragouts and mufhrooms may be good. 
To whet your appetites for wholfome food : 
But the bold Briton ne*er in eameft dines 
Without fubftantial haunches and furloins. 
In wit, as well as war, they give us vigour ; 
Crefly was loft by kickfliaws and (bup-meagre. 
Inftead of light deferts and lufcious frothy 
Our poet treats to-night with Spartan broth ; 
To which, as well as all his former feafts. 
The ladies are the chief-invited guefts. 
Crown'd with a kind of Glaftonbury bays. 
That bloom amid the winter of his days ; 
He comes, ambitious in his green decline. 
To confecrate his wreath at beauty's Ihrine. 
His Oroonoko never fail'd t* engage 
The radiant circles of the former age : 
Each bofom heav'd, all eyes were feen to flow. 
And fympathize with Ifabella's woe : 
But Fate referv*d, to crown his elder fame. 
The brighteft audience for the Spartan Dame. 
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